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To his vvorthy Friend, 


Mr. Nobert ( bamberlaine on 
His Spag gering Damſell, 


| V V Hat pretty humor was thy Muſe in when, 


She put on Breeches, and the drefle of men; 
Caſting aſide her Robe, embroyder'd thicke, | 
With Lawrell ſprigges, and Flowers of Rhetoricke ; 
Or what conceit Mercurie, when he, 
Made ule of V Looking - glaſſe to ſee 
How his ſhape femall did become him, ſure 
She tainted him being her ſelſe r J 
No, ſhe is chaſte, and in her geniall bed, 
Hermes himſelfe would looſe his Maidenhead: A 
Cupid has ſtuſt her pilow with looſe haires, 
Pluckt from his ſilken curles, and oft tepaites 
Vnto her Slumbers with a balmy kifle, 
Charming her braine to teeme with love like His, 
Her ſhects are ſweetly ayr'd, and ſpun ſo fine, 
Ladyes may have worſe lodging, light thy Pine 
Then glorious Hymen, at our Damſell: eyes, 
That (he may ſhine in her folemnities, 
And dazell her detractors. thou choice Friend, 
Shall give me leave with jaſtice to commend, 
Thy paines to the Pierides, thy hand, 
Schalt dreſſe their bankes and bowers, untill the Land 
Grow fertill as thy Faney, for thy parts, 
Have made a conquelt of a thouſand hearts. 


. Harris 
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| . 


| * 
To his deſerving. Friend, Me. Aobert ¶ ham- 
berlaine upon his Swaggering Damſell. 


| Ric na, when my 72 from the narrow tags, 1 
| Lauch to this wider Ocean, where the rage 

EE Of madding Cenſure met her, I bou didſt play, 3 
The part of a ñd Pilot calm ſitbe way : LE 
Nor envy with her ſirongeſt winds dur ſt ſtirre, 

K owing (Skill d Navigator) thou puid | yer ; 

1 dave not boaſt, like Art, yet hope to prove 
Commended, ſince I rive to quit thy love 

In the ac uml dgement, and offer thceſa 

To thy F aire Damſcll's welfare, may ſ e pleaſe 

Thoſe that have judging ſoules ;, ana to the voſt 

That hate Dramaticke Lawes, a in your te : 
Vuto their faith, that share, for they be | 
Count ed in ſhew, not prove their parvins : 1 

This. glory fo) to ſuffer their dull rage, 

Aadbe cry d up the glory of the Stage, Aa 
4 T. Rawlins. 


—— — — 1 


70 his Deſerving friend Mi. Robert Charaber- 
la ine «pon hi Swaggering Daniſcll. 


| * Our & gg ring D am{el! you molt aptiy Fic, 
| Tothe ſweete Harmony of Art, and Wit, 
Your Pen hath taught all women to begin, 

A new, yet civill way to Swagger in; 
Out natures you have chang d, and men adore, 
The ſeife · ſame thing which they did hate be forc 
A woman Cavdlicr, nor is your Mulc, 
In forfeiting her modeſty profuſe ; 
No debaucht Scenes, nor ſuch baſe mirth as W 
Place inthe Scenes, of obſcene Ribaldry, | 
Pollutes thy Pen, thy happy influence, 5 
Virgins: may read with a ſafe innocence : 

And ſhall applaud thee as one borre to be, 

The ſole reltorer of their liberty. 
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SEPEPEPLOIOPOBOOPOOOD 
The Actors. 


Ci Tawothy J Tel, an old angty decaydd: 
Knight. 
Sir — Cambagge, an old Viurer, 

Valentine Cambagge, Sonne to Sir Plenteons, 
and Lover of Sabina. 

Fairefaith, Kinſman to Valentine, and Lover of 
Mirabell. 

Sportloye, Friend to Valentine. 

— 4% Daughters to Sir Timethy 

| Betty, VVaiting Maide to Sabina. 

Kate, VYaiting Maide to Mirabell. 

Mucheraft, An Atturney, 

Budget, His man. 

Hilts, A blunt fellow,Servant to ſir Tanathy.. 

Traſh, Clowne, and Servant to Valentine. 

Melt, A Shoomaker, at whoſe houſe 
His ö Valentine lay in the time of his 

' Wife, diſguiſe. 

Roger and 2 ar'y ants tO ſn ir 9 
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The Prologue. 


Aire (tay s attend this preſence, Oeuslemoen, 
Our Author bids mebid ye welcome, ten 

Our bouſe bids welcome, I wy ſelfe agen, 2} 
well, the at once thrice welcome Gentlemen, \\\ 
But firſt, to you whoſe education bring 

Learning along wee t for to judge of thihige, 

1 heake Je what needs that, your ndures ſuch, 
That with nice Criticiſme is ſcornet to touch. | 
Ladies for you, I reude it in each fr . g1 T% 
Tou ill nay more, you muſt laoke her in 5 | 
How ere, wehope, that all your ſmiles wilt-beyz* 
Propitious to our labouys, not what wee, 

Foreſtall your judgements, or doe begge hie, 1 | 

Thats not our meaning, weave no (ach cauſe, 

Yet doe beleeve, you will your Candors bring 
Cauſe at ihe Primroſe of the Ae. hors pr ing. | \ | 
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THE 


SW AGGERING 
DAMSELE. 


A COMEDIE. | 


— 


Actus 1. Scena 1. 


Enter Hi, Roger, and Rowland; Roger with a N 
on bis ſleeve, and a ſilver bowole Ky band, 


> Ome Hilr:, one cup more. 
Hilti, Not a drop, I know they have din · d by 
this time, and if I ſhu d be out oth* way, 
when my maſter comes, he would raile, ckat 
the noyſe of an Oyſter wench wu'd not be 
= halte ſo diveliſh. 
Row, Come, come, one luſtie diſh now ith bottome oth* 
cellar's worth all the reſt — | 
- Hilts. A way with your number 4. it makesrattle-ba 
and windmills in my guts, I cannot endure it. | 
Rog. Come, come, I warcant ye, it will not, prethee come. 
Hilt, Not > Why I'me blowne wee't already like a Lan- 
caſhire Bag-pipe upon a May day; and beſides, tis ſo weake, 
that a man cannot keepe it alive while he throwes it in's guts, 
when thou com(t' to our houſe Ile give thee à cup of Beere 
will make thy noſe cry twang Roger. 
B 


Rox, 


* . 
| 
| . 


1 
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15 es ” Swaggering Dawn{ell, 


Row, Why, but ye doe not kee pe ſuch a houle for all your 

jeſting, doe ye? | | 
Hilts, Such a houſe, — a moraing, and finde the 

cellar a foote deepe in libeere ; here a blacke Jacke, #14 

there a flagonſtanding in like ſteeples in a drown'd city 

Ther's houſe-keeping Roger, | 

Rog, I marry ſir, there's a houſe well kept indeede 

Hilts, Nay tir, by this meanes we make my Maſter a bette: 
houſe keeper than ere his father or grandfather was before 
him ; for where they were ud to tide every day a Hawking 
and hunting, my Maſter keepzs the houſe ſometimes for two 
or three yeares together, and what's the cauſe? nothing but 
our mirth, our randans, our tarra tantaras — oh the onely 
way in the world to make a gentleman a houſe - keeper. 

Reg. Well, tome, I muſt needs have our round about to thy 
Maſters daughters; for doſt heare Hilti, me thought there 
was a little nodding and iv ink ing betwixt my young Maſter, 
Mr, Valentine Crambag, and Miſtreſſe S451, didlt not per- 
ceive it Rowland ? 9 

Row# Yes marry did I, and tothcc gemleman there his 
Kinſman me thought now and then caſt a hee pes eye rowards 
Miſtreſſe Mirabell; goe to, an old A pt has an old Eye, Reger. 
Hit. Why but Rogey you are not ſuch a Sillibraine3 I hope 


. 
: 


* to thinke that your young Maſter loves Miſtriſſe Sabine - ——- 
| 75 Na, I me paſt thinking. for I doe partly know it. 
: dts, How ? q: 


Rog, Why, tis neither impoſſible nor unlikely ? 
Hiltr. I doe not beleeveyour young Maker's ſuch a ſtout 
fellow Reger. 
g. why pray? £ 
Hitt, I meane, as to venture himſelfe upon ſuch a wilde 
ching, [ tell you firs, your young Maſter, | confefle is a pretty 
dappart young gentleman, but in reſpect of her he is but a 
Child, a ſhrimpe, a Butter ſlie, a Chicrter|meg, a Bable ; in love 
with her quoth a ? Shee*s not one that cares for complement»; 
or will be wonne with cringes, or your tres- humble ferviteur 
Madame; no no Roger; ſhe is a Blade, a Sparke,a Teare-coate; 
and he that carries her away, muſt mumble her, jumble her, 
| ; rumble 


\ 


o 
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The Swag gering Damſell. 


rumble her, and tumble her, ſwagger, rome, and tedre like a 
mad men; your young Maſter quotha? ——— piſh, \ 
To them Valentine and Fairefaith, 
Rog. Huſht, here come the gentlemen, : 
Val, Why ſtand you here ? make fir Timothy Teſtiesr man 
welcome -—— go. 2 
Hilis. It was a brave ſpeech of your worſhips kir, 
Val. O Coſen, Exit with Rog. and Row. 
The wombe of e/£tnas but a rocke of ice, 
Compar'd unto thoſe flames that rage within 
My boſome; | 8 
I mult enjoy, or el ſe give end unto 
This mortall life by ſome untimely meanes. 
F air, Good ſtatres forbid it ſir; 
Come, come, 
Lull not your owne deſttuction, nor unman 
Your ſelfe in doting on the outward tram e 
Of an imperſect ſoule, 
Follow diſcretions finger that will guide 
Your underſtanding and your minde to one, 
W hoſe perſon's vertues Temple: 
Coſen chinke on't, 
Her qualities and yours will ne're agree; 
Y Our civill nature ne re will corteſ 
With her wanton humours. 
UVal, It cannot be, 
There's nothing ſave a Deity can inhabic 
So glorious a manſion, 
Not love her, ſay yee ? not have her; 
hope my ſtartes will never looke ſo blacke, 
How ever yet my comforts this, 
If I cannot have her I can periſh, a 
Fair, That caſe is deſperate, when a man muſt needs 
Sinke in a gulte, or ſplit upon the rocke ; 
Know fir, I beare as good a mind 
To her faire ſiſter Airabell; but yet 
checke theſe paſſions fearing that ſhee is 
Too like her ſiſter, yet my flames dee riſe 
| B 2 © 


The Svug gering Dauſell. 


So high, that ſhe takes notice ont; come 

Learne to forget ber, for you malt expect 
Nothing from her but ſcorne. 

Val. That ſuch a creature has ſo foule a ſoule, 

Twill never pierce | | 
My underſtanding judgement, or belee fe; 

Her birth and education needs muſt purge 

Such grofleneſſe, 

Fai, Sir be happi hugge your owne fancy, 
May things prove well, 1 ſhall be glad to ſee't; 
Farre bee't from me to envie any gogd 
Betydes a friend and kini{man, - Te them Sabina Mirabell. 
Peace, they'r both come. 
Tal. Welcome faire one, 
Welcome I fay, toth' armes of him that flics, 
All joyes but thoſe that in thy boſome lies. a 
Sab. My boſome ? what dee you finde there pray fir ; you 
have a minde perhappes to my Jewell, if you will not hurt it. 
ye ſhall have it a while to play with, tis a pretty bright 
thing ſir. 4 | 
Val, Not ſobright as your white boſome, Lady. 
Sab. As how pray ye ? what ſee you there? | 
Fal, Ono, the gods wu d frowne if any mortallbreath, - 
Shu'd once prophanethat milkie way, | 
There's not alittle in that lovely place, 
Rut does create a wonder: 
When C#pid*s thirſtie, and deſires a bp, 
Of Net ar, than he runnesunto thy lip, 

And for your haire, the brightneſſe of it does 
Perſwade my ſoule the very graces ſpun 
The golden twiſt. 5 

Sas, Pray yee fpeake on fir, when ye haveempried your 
pockets.youle be quiet. | 
Val, Emptied my pockets ?' 

Sa. Sir, theſe are but pocket complements, run em over 
once, and then perhaps I ſhall talke with yee ; remember 
where ye left, I wu'd be loath to pur ye out fir, my haire was 
golden twiſt ye ſaid, come, what of all this? 

Cal, 


* 


The Svag gering Dam ſe li. 


Val. This has enflam'd my thoughts, 
Enfnar'd my ſoule, and made me vow 
A deſperate deſtruction to my ſelfe, 
Except from you I haye one gracious ſmile 
May file me ſervant ; 
And for your fathers minde, 
I know it jampes with our deſrres. : 
Sab. My fathers minde ? dee thinke his froſiy beard, 
Can temper my atfections, 
No, no, | | 
His precepts are too wither'd for my youth; 
Know fir, | | 
Hut I diſdaine thoſe low-borne wormes 
That will be circumſcrib d by dotage 
In loves affaires : I ſcorne to be directed, 
I am my ſelſe fir, and my onely ſoule 
Is my owne will and humour : 
But pray whence come theſe words ? 
Val From my deepe paſſions, 
Sab. Whence thoſe paſſions. 
Val. From your faire eyes, they 
Were the happie guiders of my ſoule, 
Vnto this bower of wonder; 
They fir'dmy heart f 
W hich burnes, and will doe in temotſleſſe flames, 
Vntill from them I doe receive a glance, 
May ſweeten theſe my torments. 
Fab. Not ſo loud I pray you, ſpeale ſoftly fir. The 
Fair, Speake Mirabell, (whi/pen 
May I thinke a proud thought. : 
Mir. O by no meanes fir, they are great ſinnẽs. 
Fair, This of mine's a vertue. 
Far Nothing Lad „ 
air, Nothi y, but a pre ſumptuous ſtudy to be yours. 
Mir. Sir, you may ſpeake what you pleaſe, but fuſt 
Let it arrive myſapprehenſion what | 
Or how you means, according to my skill. 
I will returne my anſwer. : 
B 2 Nui 


The Swapgering Damſell, 


Fai, Onely to be 
One of chenuniber that doe ſtill attend 
Your pleaſure;becke,and fo be tid your ſervant. 
Mir. Sir, | 
My thoughts nor furmnesever were ſo high, 
To keepe a ſervant of that conſequence, 
And tis my hope: they never will, ur (hall be. 
Fai. Breake not a lacted oath, for I have (worne 
Ny ſelte your ſervant: then for pitties ſake, 
Doe not infringe my vow. | 
Air. Well, ; 
Tendring your vow, Suppoſe I ſhud admit 
Your ſelte into my ſervice, wod yeltrive, 
Te*expreſle the faith and diligence belongs 
Vntos ſervant. | 
Fair. My pleaſure and delight (hud fixe, 
On nothing more than to expreſla, 
My faith and loyalty. -» 
Air, Well, I admit you into my ſervice, 
But by the way you may ſerve 
Some paſſages berwixt a friend and me, 
As letters, rokens paſſages, or ſo ; 
W hich if ye doe, take heede ye word it not, 
But ſtill poſſeſſe your (elſe with ſecreſie. 
Fair, Betwixt a friend and you? — umph. 
Air, Ne te ſcratch your head abont it, for y are no 
My ſervant. 139 
Fair. I am, Ive (worneit, and I will be ſo, 
But yet ye did not heate me ſweare my ſelfe, 
A ſervant to your friend lle none of that. 
Aſir. Vour reaſon? 
Fai. Tis love that makes me here preſent my (elfe, 
And with my ſelfe to tender up my ſoule, 
Eugag'dby vowes and oathes to waite upon 
No creature but your lelfe x 
Loveis the ſpurre that prickes me on to this, 
And love you know can brooke no rivalls. 
, Mir. Doe you love and ſerve your (cite ? 


* 


Fas, 


The Swazgering Damſell. 


Fai. You and my ſelſe I doe, 3 
Air. Your ſelf's the friend 1 meane, and this diſcourſe 
Has beene a true proſpective glaſſe, whereby 
To peepe intayour minde, which now I finde 
Full fraught with ſweetneſſe, when I did defire, 
Le wol keepe private whar ye did obſerve, 
Tas nothing Elſe 
But to be ſecret to your ſelfe and me; 
Sie, in a word, I doe embrace your love. 
Fair. Be not too prodigall of thy goodneſſe ſweet, 
Conſider what a ſcarciti's of it now 
Ith' world. 

Air. Let this ſuffice ir, I am yours. 

Sa. Pray let me intreate ye to love your ſelfea little better 
than to ſpend all this breath to no purpoſe. \ 

Ual. Why then lle take my leave, but firſt, let this fnow 
white hand but daine to bleſſe the unhallowed = of your 
admiring Slave, that I may hence with gladneſſe, and have 
cauſe to boaſt of ſomething. 

Jab. With all my heart fir ; but I pray how long were you 
Doctor of the chaire in the ſchoole of complements ? 

Val. O they can never come from a de jected ſpirit. X3ſſes 

Sab. Well, now I hope you are ſatisfied, (her band, 

Val. 1 wiſh my heart could truely ſpeake it. 

Sab. Come, come, you ate too importunate. 

Val, O let not anger bend ſo ſmootha brow, 

Not for the earths hid minerall wod I give 

The leaft oecaſion of a frowne to thee, 

For if I ſhud, 

I ſhould perpetually abhorring my ſelfc 

Though not a word, | 

Yet let me have one glance before I gos, 

For nothing faire one ſpeakes a lovers minde, = 
So well as the eye. 

Sab. They talke of women, but you ate able to reach all 
the women inthe world to ralke much to little purpoſe, for 
oughr I ſee; come I muſt tutor ye a little, I ſee that. 

Val. Were I ſo happy to be your Pupill, I were a wonder 

to 


* 
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5 The Swargering Danſe!!, 
to my ſelſe. 


Fai. It it were ſo I thinke you wod not be much troubled 
to make him untruſſe ferſooth, © 
Val. For pitties ſake jeſt not at _ object: 
Little knoweſt thou the miſeries ot him, 
That has his atnorous flames return d with ſcorne; 
Well, fince tis thus, I will my ſelte tranſlate 
From this mortality, and embrace my Fate. 
To them Sir Timethy Teſty, Sir Plenteous Cr ambagge, 

Sir T. No farther, no further, pray returnc. 

Sir P. Good fir give me leave to bring you a little further. 
Sir 7. Pray yee, returne, ye doe but trouble your ſelfe and 
me to no purpoſe, well, Sir P lenteous Crambagge I thanke ye. 

Ser P. Farwcll good ſir Timothy Tefty. 
Sir T. Come gitles, come—— where's Hit:? ha. 
Where is he? 
Enter Hilti. 


Where are you ſir, When ye ſhud waite upon me? ha, 
Where I ſay ? 
Hi. I was but ich cellar, fot ſooth. 
Sir, T. Ith cellar forfooth ? what buſineſſe have you itlr 
cellar for ſooth? who ſhud waite upon me the whilſtewhere- 
fore doe I give you thret pound ayearc,and a trencher«cloake * 
— ha? — well! 
: Sir P. Farewell fir Plentrow, 
E Sir F, Farewell good fir Timothy T . 
3 Exit for Tim. cum ſu;. 
How does my coſin Fairefaith £ how ſhall we fquagder away 
this afternoone, can you tell? 
Fair. As you pleale fir. 
Fir P. Come, I have a mighty minde to be merry, what 
ſo ere the matter is; 
Fai. Tme very glad of it fir. p 
Sir P. But I have alwayes obſerved that when Iam fo ex- 
treamely diſpos d to mu th, one vexation or other falls pre- 1 
ſently in the very nicke. y | 
I Fair. It falls ſo ſomerimes fir. . 
Sir. F. Well come, what de e ſay gallants ? a 
My 
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Ay thoughts me thinkes ate on a jocond pin, 
am ſtraind up to a mighcie pleaſant key, me thinkes. 

Fai, W hat ſay you colin Fulentine ? 

Val, What ye pleaſe. 

Sir Y. Nay, I'me indifferent, my maſters walke the fields, 
Goe by Water, ſce a Play, or what ye will, tis 
Allone to me, come what ſay you fanne, — ſpeake ? 
W hich of theſe three, come, come, you are too fad ; 
Say, what ſhall wee doc ? | 

Val. What yee will fir, I confeſſe I doe ſometimes 
Walke the fields, thinking to purge vexatious thoughts, but 
whereſoever I turne mine eye, ſomething or other avinifters 
occaſion of freſh tortures: when I go by water, then the waves 
that tumble one in the others necke, preſent to my fancy the 
multiplicity of diſtraction crowding in at the doore of my 
thoughts, and for ſeeing a Play, I confeſſe ita brave thing, 
both to feaſt the wit, and recreate the winde: bur, I thinke 
I ſhall ere be long ſce my felfe act dy owne Trage- 


die, 
Hir F. I told you coſin, this Sunny aſh wud have aſtorme; 


Whats the matter {onne? ha? — 
W hy thus dejeRted? ——— | 
Speake——colin, what is the bulinefle / 
What ayles my ſonne? 
Fa. No great hurt ſir. 
Fir P. Speake man, heres none but friends, unbreſt your ſelfe, 
hats the matter I ſay? ; | 
Tal. Nothing, nothing ſir, onely a melancholy ft, 
Sir P. Nothing? thats (lrange——Cofin,how comes my 
ſonne thus diſcontented ? what wud he have ? 

Fa. Sir, to ſtretch your patience no farther than ic will 
reach, tis a gentlewoman that hee wud have, a good luſtic 
hanſome gentle woman. 

Sir P. A gentlewoman? how dee meane a gentle woman? 
What wud he doe with her cofin ? 

Fa. I cannot tell fir, he has a uſe for her it ſcemes, hee is 
in love with her, you may imagine now what hee wud doc 


with her. 
- C Sir P. 


Pw #& 


* - 
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The Swaggering Dau ſcll. 

Hir P. How? in love with a gentlewoman ? 
You are a forward boy indeede I hope 
'Tis with one that hath a portion, it not youth by 
Gold a d ſilver, you and | ſhall not be friends —— umph : 
In love quo h a ? It is a thing coſen, I never yet knew 
What it was, and yet l' me threeſcore and upwards, 

Fa. Not ſir, 

Were ye not in love with your Lady before ye married het? 

Sir P. Tis true, Thad a great deale of money with her, 

Fs, More than your ſonne's like te have with this gentle- 
woman I heare. Nea. 

Sir. Say ye ſo * how comes rhis about ſonne ? ha? 

Iſt poſſible ? | w 

UVal. Fir, v.o * 
Tis not this tranſitory pelſe, 
Nor all the trumperie the world cries up 
That I reſpect; no, I eſteeme a ſoule 
Sweetned with education; 
Let dung adi irers idolize their dagges ; 
Tis not for man, 
In whom there dwells an immorrality : 
I have made a choice, | 
Not for ſuch by reſpeRts, this creature is 

* The pride and darling both of love and fame: 

Sir, know that 1 
Scorneto diſhonor my ſtarres ſo farre, 
As to beſmeare my ſoule with traſh, | 
Or to prophane Loves ſacred rites for wealth. 

Si F. Come, come, tell not me of education, and 1 cannor 
tell what, I muſt have money, I cannot purchaſe land 
With education not I, neither with all your 
Philoſophy, I tell you, I mult have 
Mony, and Iwill have mony — but prethee coſin what is this 
Ventle woman — hi? | 

F.. A brave luſty bouncing Lafle, I can ell ye what dee 
thinke of Miſtreſſe Sabina Teſty, daughter ro Sir Timothy 

1 - 


Te). 
*% . What of her? 
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Fa, She is the goddeſſe of your ſonnes 1dolatry. 

Sir y. Shee ? Paſſion of my heart, ſonne, coudt thou finde 
no body elſe to dote on but ſhe? did I carke, and care, and 
watch, and toile and moy le, and ſweate for this ha? 
have lendur'd a thouſand millions of curſes for exactin 
of for feitted bonds, and morgag'd lands for this? Sir Timot by 
Tefty'; daughter, quoth a? a wild ſlut, her father a decai d 
gentle man, and one that wich riot and exceſſe has cut ſo many 
collops our of his eſtate, that ſomerimes he is glad to keepe his 
— andgentily begin a courſe of phyſicke two or three 
y eares together, Sir Timothy Teſty's daughter quoth a? 

Val. O my heart, me thinkes it teares in a thoufand ſhivers, * 
Miſtreſſe — father friende, and all averſe to my defires, 
be not ſo cruell Fates. | | 

Sir P. Well,to be (ſhort, if fir T imethy can, or will, give « 
conſiderable portion, tis a match, it not, F ardona moy, good 
ſon, | will not have a brood of beggers in my houſe 
not |. 

Fa. Stay a little fir, the greateſt matter you doe not either 
' know, or conſider, were your conſent the thing. that I thinke 
od not be much ſtoud upon; but here comes the breake necke 
of the buſineſſe ; the gentle woman ſcornes him. | 

Sir P. Huw ſcorne the Crembagrs ? Sir, Be it knowne to 
ail men by theſe preſents, that there's ne're # gentleman 
of *em all but ate no and then glad to be beholden to the 
Cranibagges ; (he ſcorne him? come coſin, He goe talke with 
her father about it, but firſt Ille know her portion. 

4 Exennt fir Plen, and Faire. 
Dal. Tis in vaine, (he cannot love, not? why can ſhe not 
ove ? am I ſo vile a thing? no, I am not, What the reaſon 
chen? tis her immoxtall minde that wings her thoughts above 
my reach, there, there tis; what (hall I doe then ? turne co- 
ward and ſuffer it i nay, what canl dag ————what? I can 
die — ö | 
O ye fields of bliſſe, 
If ye containe a lowrie grove of reſt, 
Prepar'd for thoſe that mult needs dye for love, 
Embrace my vowes, aud entertain that ſoule 
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That flies for _— to your ſacred ſhades, 
Come forth thou 


Ripup this lumpe o cut thoſe chaines, 
Wherewith my ule islinckt to tniſerie; 
Stay, come downe proud thoughts, 
Conſider well what ye attempt to doc 
Am la ſacrifice for ſuch a wiglu? 
— O no, Ile chen teſolve to live, 
Although it be but to torment my elfe, 


And thinke that torment pleaſure, cauſe tis hee, 
For whom alone I ſuffer miſcrie, 


* 


Offers to | 
parge = melancholy, (draw. 


=_Y 


| Aus Secundus. 
2 * 
Enter jar Timothy Teſty, fr Pleuteom Crambagge, 


Ss T. P Ih * fir doe not urge me, I me a little buſie. 
Sir: P. Lisbuta word ſir, and the matter ends. 


2 T. Words, ot mattet, | cannot heare it now I tell ye. 


St P. Tis a concernement requires your (crions intention, 
25 nuch as mine fit. | 


Sir T. Sir, I doe not ule to ſtep out of my humour, neither 
for my owne ſake, not no mans elſe. 
Sir F. Tis tor your owne profit and good, pray hen it fir, 
Sir 7, Mell, lets here it then, lets heare it, bur dee heare, 
be bebele. Sir F. Thus it is. 


885 - Nay, come come, make an end, make an end. 
Sir P. I have not yet ſir. 


Sr Z. Preethee an end 1 (ay. 


Fir P. Well, then you ſhallheare the end: my {onne V. 
ant ine has a minde to make a conjunAinn Bo my oh with 
your daughter Sabin, 

Sir 7. Speake in a plainer part of ſpecch man, what dee 
meanc? Sir F. He has a min de to lye with her ſir. 
Sir T , Jie ſee him hang d firſt, except he marry her firſi 
Sir. She does entend ſir, but you would not heute the 
e ginning, which made me beginne at the end. 
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Sir T. Well, come toth point, what ſaics my daughter ro0'c? 
Sir P. Rich Parents ne te queſtion that ſir, they firſt wiſely 
agree upon Portions, ſcale Writings, then marry the young 
couple,and afterwards, give em time to conſider of that, it 
we may have your conſent, I make no queſtion of hers. 
Sir T. Well, ye have it, ye have jt." 
Sir P. I thanke yee fir, 1 (hall make my ſonne a glad mar 
when I come home (ir, 
Sir T. Send em joy, come, is this all ye have to fay ? 
Sir h. Tis all fir; Sw T. Well, tate yee well, 
Sir P. Stay ſir, I had like to have forgot the maine buſine ſſc. 
Sir 7, Puh: yet ggaine, ſpeake, ſpeake come, what iſt ? 
Sir P, I wud deſire to know fir lat bleſſings you meanc 
to beſtow upon your daughter ? 
Sir T. Piſh, dee thinke lle be backward. in theſe things? 
She (hall have a thouſand. 
Sir P. Tis a faire portion fir. \ 
Sir T. Have ye done now ? 
$:r P. I have done, I have done, heavens protect ye ſir —.. 
Sir F. Adue, adue. 
Sir . Good fir,but one word more, and then I have 
done. Sir T. What againe, what ailes the man tro ? 

Sir P. Onely this ſir, I hope you'le pay the money upon the 
wedding day fir, will not ye ? 

Sir T. Money — what money ? 
Sir P, The marriage money (ir, 

Sir T. What marriage money ? 

Sir Y. The thouſand pound. 

dir Z. The thouſand pound? what dee meane (ir ? 

Sr P, Did you not ſay but now you wod give a thouſand 
pound with her ? : 

Sir J. I told you I wod give her a houſand bleſſings; 
paſſion of my heart, a thouſand pound quuth a? Hr ſcorne it; 
ye have abus d me to thinke ſo, let thote ſcraping curmud- 
gion, that forthe moſt par theget a iples and idiots Ike them. 
lelves, I ſay, let thoſe doo t I tell ve ; on the wedding day as 
ſaid, Ile give her a thouſand bleilings with all my heatt. 

Sw P. Andne're a ptuny of avis; ? 1 

Sir. Not a penny. C 1 Tr Þ 
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Sir P, What £ Not with your owne childe ? 
Si T. Not a Denjer, not one Denier: 
Sir . Why then give me leave to tell yee, your reſolution 
is unworthy, nay, tis ſcurvy, 
Sir T. How ſcurvy? and in my one houſe too 
Sir P. Ay ſcurxy, and I muſt tell yee, argues no better than 
a beggerly diſpoſition. __ 
Sir T. Beggerly — O baleneſle it ſelfe, 
Sir P. Bale, In ere ſtood yet fir with wy cap in my hand to 
2 Scrivener for the procuring of ten pounds upon my owne 
bond, | | 
| Sir T. How? 1. ſtand with my cap in my hand ye raſcall ? 
1 when? where? how ? to whom? I ſtand with my cap in my 
| 6 hand ? 1 defic thee. Enter Hilts, 
I ſtand with my arg. 
\ n. How now? whatdee affront my maſter in's owne 
t =, © houleſir, pray avoide. * | 
| Sir T. Out of my houſe ye dunghill, ye dirt, yee ſpawne of 
U ten ith hundred. | 
: Hzilts, Come, come ſir, lets ſee your backe, ot your wor- 
| Thips pate feele the weight of my cudgell. 
1 Si T. Outye villaine. 
; Sir P, Very well fir. E xt fr Plntions, 
; Sir T. A ſlave abuſe me thus, and in my owne houſe too. 
f Hil, Come (ir, doe not trouble your, ſel fe, bes gone now 
. Sir T. A Sirta, an old Pancridge. 5 : 
| Hilter. Nay I ice you are bellmettle (ir it you'r angred once. 
| 


Sir T. Amgry ? ewas well thou cam'ſt in, for in my con- 

ſcience I had kill'd the elſe. 
; | Outer Sabina, Mirable, 

W horſpn dogbolt affront me thus. 

dab. Whats the matter Hilts, u ho has vext my father thus 

Sir T. Old Crambag ſorſooth, has beene here and ſo abus d 
me as 1 waz. never abus d ſinct I pee pt into the world, and 
1 whats the reaſon forſooth, becauſc his ſon and heir es in love 
1. u ith you Vrſooth, and entends to make you his bride fox ſooth, 
3 therefore muſt I give thim a thouſand pound forſooth, but lle 


ſce him hang' d for a ligne ats owne doore firſt ;'the truth is 
| daughter, 


1 
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* daughter, his ſonne is a pretty gentleman, but heres the thing, 
his ſonne, as 1 perceive; is mad in love, and for oughtI ſee, 
rather than faile, he will give me a thouſand pound for my 
conſent, were not l an Aſſe then Hilis, to give a man a thou- 
ſand pound io marry my daughter ; when the fame man ra- 
ther than goe without her will give it me? were not Ia Bux · 
zard then F ſay? 

Fils. A man wod thinke ſo ſir. 

ST. Why ſhod I doe it ha? give me but a why, and 
I'me ſatished? pact $2 

Hilts. In troth fir I cannot give you/any great reaſon, un- 
leſſe your purſe were ſicke of a Plurific which I cud ne re 
finde yet. 

Sir. T. Well, for the buſineſſe of marriage, uſe your owne 
minde daughter, I cannot tell, perhaps the old curre may 
leave him an eſtate — Well, once trouble not me, and 
doe your pleaſure,but if you talke of money, I ſhall be angry, 
come along Hilts, Exit ir J. 

Hilts, This young gentle man, a nimble ſparke I fee, that 
I did not thinke the young cold wod have beene leaping ſo 
quickly there ſore doe you hamper him as ſoone as yee 
can, dee heare. | 
Within, Come away Hits, | 

Hilt:, T me comming and pleaſe your worſhip. Exit HY, 

— Adviſe me in this dangerous maze to ſteere a ſaſc 
courſe, | 

Mir. ed are in a faire way to doe your lelfea great deale 
of good, keepe your ſelſe in t ſiſter, the gentlemans a great 
heire, ſweetly behav'd, bravely diſcourſt; and beſides, a pro- 
— hanſome compleate gentleman, what can you deſire more 
iter ? ; 

$46, Siſter, I love the gentleman, at firſt, I confeſle, I did 
a little ſleight him, but my ſecond thoughts fram'd a tecanta- 
tion which my intentions have ditected to ſalute him ſpe- 
dily. 

Mir. A way with it ſiſter, give it not a minuts more entet- 
talnement for a world, ſend it immediatly. N 


dab. Come, Ile diſpatch it inſtantly, = 
Atr. 
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- Mi. Becertaine ye doe filter. Exennt dab. Air 
Enter — Fairefaith, * Traſh, 


' Pal. 
And was! — 2 
1 Cud not the deſtinies as well have (aid 
5 > Be happy 


inexorable ſlarres, 
1 Had e but doom'd me to have tred the pathes 
g | readfull baniſhment never to returne, 
| T' Thad beene a heaven in reſpect ofthis 
Er | But tis in vaine, 
V pon the ſtatutes of the ſtarres to plaine ; 
T muſt even ruſh upon [ome deſperate death, 
And theres an end. 
F.. Heuwens forbid fi JF 
Ual, Theres no remedy, her loves impoſſible. 
Sport. Impoſſible? why dee thinke che world containes a 
creature cannot be won Val. Yes indeed? 
Sport. You might pe well have told mee; that hee 
that has a Puritanicall wife ennot be a cuck old fir ; take this 
from me, there's not the braveſt gallant thate're went naked 
tothe middle, but a hanſome man, good cloathes, language, 
and money will bring her under che lee, I warrant yee, 

Fa, Sir, me thinkesit were not a miſc if you did caſt your 
eye upon ſome other, the world is wide and populous, and 
now and then to looke a ſquint, wud be a guod way to al- - 
(wage the violence of your paſſion. 

Fal. Ono, ſhe ſhe is the blaſ ing ſtatre whereon 1 
gaze, and the little world of beautie u hich I admire. , 
- Tr. O brave Maſter — there was a ſpeech; O Maſtcr 
Sportlove, this learning's a dainty matter dee heare ſir, 
all I goe and tell her what ye ſayꝰ — 
Sport. You cannot come againe time enough, let i it a- 


77. 1 warrant ye fir, Exit Traſh, 
Fa. Come, 
« Try her againe fir, youre tell, droppes of raine may pierce 
an Adamant. 
Sport. 
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Spo. That ꝭ with often falling apon't ſir if he cud but lẽarnẽ 
that, ſhe wud love him preſently. 

Fa, Puſh, away with theſe fruitleſſe paſſions, be your 
ſelfe once againe. 

Spo. That cannot be fir, you mult conſider he is in love. 

Fa. Why, cannot a man be in love, and yet be him - 
ſelfe too 

Spo. He may be, but tis rare aut numgquam, jealouſie in a wo- 
man, love in a man, and tooth ach in a dogge, ate three of the 
moſt dangerous things I can tell ye, that are incident to mor- 
calls, Enter Trafſs, 

Ty. Nay, l'me come againe gentlemen. 

Spo, What already, and done your errand too? 

Tr, Orarely, fir, I had it as perfect 

Tal. Sirra, what did yee tell her ? you are ſo officions. 

Fy, I told her fir, that your. worſhip ſaid, ſhe was the 
ſtaring blaze whercon you gaz d, and the world of little beau- 
ty which you admird, 

Cal. Our ye rogue, yee ſmall knowing raſcall, thou haſt 
undone me; did I tell ye ſo? doſt thou goe and turne my 
words backwards, ye villaine. Falls npon him. 

Tr, Gentlemen, if I cud runne away from him, I wud not 
be beholden to yee, for ſhame, doe not ſtand ſtill and fee a 
man kill'd, ; 

Fa, It was but a miſtake (ir, pray pardon him; 

Tr. Twas nothing (ir, but onely the wrong end came our 
firſt, the gentlewoman underſtood it well enough. 

Spo. Come, pray ye ſir have patience. 

Val, I muſt kill the rogue, for he will never have wit. 

Ty. Forbid that (ir, if men ſhud be kill'd for want of wit, I 
had beene a Maſterlefſe coxcombe long agoe (ic, but tis no 
matter, you may uſe me at your pleaſure. 

$p, Come, come, all's well, all's well, 

Tr. I thats true indeede, when I me beaten once, then ali's 
wellſtill. 

Fa. But Mr, Sportlove, nothing but this gentle woman 
troubles me, that ſhe ſhud be ſo faire, ſo young, ſo hanſome, 
and yet cannot love me thinkes tis ſtrange. 

1 D yo 


. The Swwggeting Dam(cll, | 
$po, It may be ſhe feedes upon preſetv d ſnow, which if 


The doe, ſhe'le ſeldome have a warme thought, I can tell yce. 
Fa. Nay,her diet's lie aſſure yee, tor (he will con- 


ſtantly have a breakefaſt of Oringoes, a dinner of Potato:s, 3 
Sacke paſſer to ſupper, and ſo goes to bed. 
Tr. It the fecde thus, tis impoſlivle for the poore gentle 


woman to hold out long. 


Enter Betty with a Letter, 
Fal. Fellow ſervant, how farcs our Miltreſle ? 
Tr, Ye were told but juſt now, were not yee ? 
Bett. This Letter was commanded firſt to kiſſe your hand, 
and then enforme yee. 
Dal. To the gentle hand of her deateſt I Alen addrefſe 
theſe. The Letter, \ 
D. Sir, I hope by this time your good nature has granted 
a pardon for my ing raſhne ſſe, which proceeded not 
from a minde fraught with diſdaine, þut grounded on a teſo- 
lution to be your ſervant, th old man's not yet in bed, but 
Halte an hourcs forbearance lockes him up in ſlumber; abou: 
which time my ambition is to ſee you ar my chamber, Where 
my ſervant (hail attend to grve you acce ſſe to, 
f Your re ſpective handmaide, 
3 3k Sabine Tefty, 
Tr, Now fir you wud runne into the fire, and drowne 
your ſelfe, wud ye? What dee thinke of me now (ir, did Ino: 
errant bravely fir, did not / 
Val. Thou haſt done ingenisuſly, and 1 will ſludy corte- 
jpondent graticude, _ | 
Tr, dey, pray ſir, had as lee ſe you did beate me agen, as 
give me hard words'torfooth, I cannot endure em 
Val, O bow precious are thoſe minuts wherein ate 
Are unexpected joyes, ſweete peece of paper; faire was 
at ſtarre under whole inſſu nce thou were made — 0 
this halie hourcs forbcarance, pardon {weet heart, paſſion hau 


. almoſt made me forget a due reſpect. Kiſſes her. 
I Pray fir doe not charge your- memory with the t ., 


things, leave em to me it. 
Ual, To youlir, wherefore ? 
8 = 
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Tr. Becauſe ſhee is the Sugar-plumme———of my af 
ſections ſir, 

Val. Cry yee mercy, farewell pretty Ducke; tell your 
Miſtreſſe I will flie like time, till I have bleſt theſe eyes with 
the light of her, Exis Betty. 

Fai, Coſm, y are now in a progreiſe towards the gentle 
woman, take a little of my advice long with ye ha- 
ving now the advantage of a faite oppottunitie, try her every 
way, you know my meaning, and then as you finde her dif- 
pos'd, you may better diſpoie.of your aſtections. 

$po. Sir, were it in my caſe, I tell ye in plaine termes, 
wud promiſe her a thouſand things, and it may be far a nights 
lodging, I wud vow em and ſweare em too; but When 
had once ſatisfied my purpoſes, I wud ſhe her a faire paire 
of heeles, and there's an end. 

Tr. Spoke like a gentleman, Ile aſſure yee (ir. 

Val, Tis eaſie ſporting where no paine is felt, 

Come, come, lets goe. * 
Fas, We attend your ple aſure fir, for I perceive you long ta 
be where your minds is. 

Tr. A lacke aday, you mult conlider fir every thing wud 
live. 

Val. Sweet, Icom. Exit Val. Fas, 

Spo. Didſt ever ſee a paſſion ſo tranſport x man, heaven 


_ bleſſc his wits. 


Tr, Twas a good prayer fir, but he muſt have em firſt. 
E xeunt Spe. Trat. 
Enter Sabina, Betty. 


84. What ſaid he Berry when he read the Letter. 

Bett, Hee was ſo ravifht with joy, that I thinke he knew 
not what hee faid forſooth, and for the letter, he did fo cull it, 
and lull it, and clip it, and hugge it, and buſſe it. O me Mi- 
treſſe, this 1o ve 

Sab. Tis a pretty pleaſant vexation; but did he ſay het 
wud come ? 

Bett. He told me he wud come with all ipeede, and thut 
hee (had thinke every minute a hundred yeares till hee ſaw 
yee, with many other pretty words which I cannot re- 
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peate forſooth- · 
$46. I ſhall be extreame melancholy till I ice him; but are 
you ſure he did ſay he wud come? 
Zett. Very cettaine, forſooth, 
Sab. How long dee thinke it will be firſt 
Bett. Your owne appointment was halfe an houre, but for 


ought I ſaw, he wasretolv'd not to forbeare ſo long forſooth. 


Sab. Prethee B«tty helpe me to coſen the time a little with 
ſome pretty love Song. 


Beit. That will * the more melancholy for- 
ſooth. 


Seb. Though it doe, yer ges teten 
Bett. Me thought yee ſaid ye-reTe afraid ofbeing melan- 
| choly but now forſooth? 


Sab. Idid ſo, and foI am, and yet I love it. 


Beit. Thad heard em fay forſooth, that melancholy ere 
* artElike Spaniells. 


Sab. Why prethee ? 


Bets, They ſay a Spaniell, the more a man beates him the 
more he fawnes upon him; ſo melancholy people,me thinkes, 
the more the humor torments em the more they love it. 

Sab,Tis very ——— me my Lute— prechce ling 
Bri 

41 E not ſo 1 2. Boy, 
But anſtring ih golden bow, 

In love we muſt expel? no joy, 

Nothing there but ſorrow i flow ; 

If thy flaming arrow 1 

But touch, yet it ſtill 1 

We muſt for ever after bia 

Farewell jeye, and welcome tears ; 
Jeu, then tell # where doth grow, 

T he herbe that cures the wonnaded eye, 

Elſe we muſt cry alas and woe, 

There” gu ſuc h erbe that gy wes, and ——_ 
$45. Twas well ſung. 

Bett. No indeede forſooth my voyce is quite gone, Cham- 
ber maides hay c ng know for ſooth now and then ta 


lit 
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t up in the nighta when they have buſineſſe to — — that 
ſpoile a maids voyce quickly forſooth they knocke, - 

Cab. They're come I vow, runne to the doore, 

The runnes to doore and lets them in, 
Enter Valentine, Fairefaith, Sporthrve, Traſo, 
the, three Gentlemen ſalute Sabina, 
Tr, My little Tewxbury muſtard, how does thou doe 

Bett. Muſtard? why multard, pray ye 

Tr, Becaule I never come ncere thee, but thou makes my 
very eyes water. , |; 

F«s,- Sir, tis fit wer now withdraw; the datkeneſſe of the 
night preſwaded our attendance, now common civilitie re- 
quires our abſence pleaſutes attend your proceedings (ir, 

Spo. Sweet night embrace ye fir, 

Val, Thankes noble fir, peace conduct ye. 

Exeunt Far. Sport. Betty. | 
Tr, Well now your worſhips pleas'd I hope but ay, 
Where's Setty? 

$4b. She's gone out with the gentlemen. 

Tr. Gone out with the gentlemen quoth at and Iſtand here. 
| Exit Traſb, 

Val. Your courteous invitation makes ſome recompence 
for the late ſcorne with which you did flight my honeſt 
zcale.” 

Sab, I doe acknowledge fir 
The error of my raſhneſſe, and begge pardon, 

I have inform*d my judgement better ſince ; 
And you appeare to my opinion 


More acceptable farre than when you firlt 


Preſented your defires with your ſelſe, 
That now (hall wantno fitting entertainement 
To ſatisſie the firſt neglect. | 

i.. I cannot deny, but that ic madeiauurMſion-. 
Ot ſome ſad thoughts within me, but I aur . 
A little rectiſied, conſideration — 
Hath almolt cur'd my paſſions, ind my fue 0 


E, 


Ot love is ſome what abated. 


Sab. The few heures 6 
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Are added to my ge, ſince you laſt (aw me, 
Have made no wrinkles yet upon that beauty, 
To which you then did give attributes, 
And to be cold ſo ſoote, argues cas onely 
Your flattery and courtſhip. 
Val. Not ſo Lad: 
I nc're diſſembled any falſe intents, 
My words were the true characters of my thoughts, 
Oneh your (cornc, there tis. 
Fab. Sir I amalter'd much 
From that bad Humor, and my heert hath cane . 
A flame into it from the obſervation  - 
Of your compleate deſerving, and is ready 
To anſwer your deſires, 
Val. Vou engage me | 
To a due gratitude, but | have ſetled 
New reſolutions. 
$46, Sir, ye ate now revengefull, 
And puniſh ſcorne with ſcorne za gentle nature 
Wud not deny a reconciliation 


V pon ſuch tearmes ; but you ſuſpect my treencile, 


I bluſh to thinke ont, and am ſorry (ir, 
The offer of my ſelfe is no more valued, 
Than thus to be refus d, ſtreight my ſervant 


Shall be your guide, and ſo I wiſh ſu ecte peace 


To your faire thoughts. She offers 10 goes 
Val. They are the fairer, Lady, be brmg bor backs 
In that they have called backe your fairelt (clte | 
To be their object. 
$46, Call not backe your humour 
To flatter me. | 


Val. By my beſt hopes I doe not; 5 


A Saints devotioy *naxe carneſtcr, 


Or more free fro Thypocrifie than my love: 

I owne not = ueſire but what is yours; 

And if agen you chide my forward zeale, 

My danger vill be more inthe relapſe, 

Than in the firſt diſeaſe which you have cur'd; 
| g ; In 
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In ſteed of healing Balmes, apply no Corralives 
To my ſicke heart, bur gently entertaine 
My ſecond motions, for next to Eternitie 
You are my happineſſe. 
Sab. You did intimate 
That you had fixt upon ſome other beauty, 
From whole pure excellence, a brighter flame 
Is ſhot, than my dull eyes can ſparkle forth ; 
If it be ſo I ſhall not envy it. 
Val. Yourerror 
Wasa juſt motive I confeſſe, but when 
I ſald I had ſetid new reſolutions, , 
I did but diſſemble, which pray pardon firſt, 
And then receive me to your faire opinion, 
By all the ſacred powers, religious mortalls 
Invoketo make an oath of power to force 
Beleete, you onely mult be ſhe, 
Or none; in whole bleſt union I hall joy, 
And ſatisſie my kinreds expectation 
Of iſſue. ; 
Sab. Urge no more, 
My Faith takes all for truth, and in exchange 
Of your deare felfe, delivers up my ſelfe 
as freely. | 
V al. This bleſt minute doth deſerve 
A note in times large regiſter, 
Sab. To motrow 
Let it have publike motion fore our friends; 
And when you pleaſe the conſummation, 
Of our full joyes ſhall follow: Deare, farewell,. 
I mult ro bed, 
1 Val. Iwill goe with ye ſweet —— 

Sab, Forbid ye chaſt directors of my ſoule, 
Defire ſhud be ſo forward ere the Ceremonies 
Conſirme it law full. 

Val. Why ſhud we be nice, 
And ſtand upon the outſide of out actions 


More than the ſubſtance, though we (ſhud anticipit: 
T hole 
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Thoſe pleaſures, ſince our vowes are paſt we neede not 
Have ſcruple, they le a ſecond doubt, 
And make the e of love ſuſpected. 
$4b. O ſie upon t fir, doe not cloud your verrue 
With ſuch a ſtaine, y*are lovely to me yet, 
And ſhall be whilſt y are faithfull lle to bed 
And wiſh you reſt. | 
Val, Good night. 
Sab. Are ye man ? 
And wud not take 
A 5 lea ve of — ! . Exit Sabina locking bar be. 
4. How looking backe, and leaving ope the doore,, 
Ile leave you ſuch an carnelt, it I can _— 
Prevaile, that you ſhall ſweare Iam a man. 


Exit aftey her, 


——_ — — —— 


— —ä— ũ ̃ ͤ0S———ñ————̃—ñ — 


Idas Tertins. 
Enter Fairefaith, Sport love, and Traſt. 


Fai. Y colin ¶ ulentine not yer return'd, ſay ye? 
Spo. Not indeed fir. 

Fai, What dee thinke be the reaſon ? 

856. Tis not reveal'd to me ſir; but I thinke hee prevail d 
with his Miſtreſſe for a nights lodging, and that may be the 
cnaſe ot his * ; a | 

Tr. He has ſtaid ſomething long indeede, bur — I be- 
leeve he will come home very ſhortly forſqoth.. 
- Fas. I conteſſe I long to be acquainted with the iſſue of 
his enterpriſe, = * 


Enter Valentine, Betty, Traſh runxe; to him. 
Tr. Oh my ſweete Malter s come agen, 
Val. Iam ſo. 

Tr. And you are even as welcome fir, as ever poore Ma- 
ſtet was to a ſervant, | 
Val. —— Pray ſweete heart teturne, let not me trouble ye. 

Zett. No trouble fir, — if you have any other commands 


T'impoſe 
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T'impoſe, I ſhall joy t'obſerve em. 

Val, Not I ſweete heart, onely fare ye well, Exit Betty. 

Tr. O ny ſweete hony-tuckle, art thou gone already, 

Val. God ſtarres, gentlemen. 

Fai. Faire morning to my ſweete coſin, we hope health 
berides your Miſtreſſe, and doe now <> pect to be gladded 
with the newes of a faire progreſle to the end of your deſires. 

Va/. The end of my deſires is even the Cefire of my end, 
fur I haveno joy on earth, 

Fai, Whatagenintheſe perplexitics, whence come theſe 
clouds of dilcontent now? ye tooke no joy before be- 
cauſe ye had no hope t enjoy her, in whom ye had plac'd all 
your hopes and joyes, the cauſe of that diſtempers remoy'd, 
Wha! may occaſion this heavens know, . 

Spo. Ye cannot tell fir, perhaps the letter was diflembl*d, 
and ſhe in ſome idle humor might ſend for him to abuſe him. 

Val. O coſin Fairefaith, this gentlewoman —— 

Fai, What? cannot ſhe love yet? 

Val, Yes love? O yes, Ys 

Fai, Whenceriſe theſe diſttactions then ? 

Val, Even from her love, 

Fai, How * can neither frownes nor ſmiles give ye ſatiſ- 
faction, tis ſome what ſtrange,tw o mecre contraries ſhud pro- 
duce the very ſame effect. | 

Val, She has with love undone her ſelſe and me. 

Spo. There's ſome myſterie int without queſtion. 

Fas, I pray fir untie theſe knotty expreſſions, for I cannot. 

Fl. To be too prodigali of that, which once loſt, the 
whole world cannot recover weakeneſlc intolerable! 
Admit Iargd her, ; 

Ide thonght the treaſures not of earth or ſea 
Cud hafe perſwaded ſuck a brave borne minde, 
Vnto the pleaſures of forbidden ſheets. 

Fai, O fir, is the winde in that corner now ? 

Spe. What dee thinke of my opinion now ſir. 

Val, O coſin Fairefaith, had I beene a woman 


Tr. You wud have beene an arrant whore in my contci- 
ence. * | 1 * 
2 4 * 
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Fal, I fay,if I had beene a woman cclin, 
Armies of Virgine refolutions ſhud 


| Hweſtillenvirond me * 


O miſety 1 2 
Had ſhe beene cautious in pteſerv ing that, 
That rien of immortality her honor, 
Earth had n t carried ſucha Paragon; 
But now 
Her outward frame (ets but the blacker dye 
Vpon her mindes deformity ; lime now reſolv d 
To hare thoſe ow thoughts chat pitch upon * 
So pure a of rapurity. 

Fr, Pub, whet — this ſtirre Maſter, ſuppoſe yee 
have found her to want a grame or two, doe but conſider of 
it, tis nothing a friends ; alacke a day fir, the Gold- 
ſeich hi i ſclte way be colen'd with 2 light peece, ant ſhall 
pleaſe your worſhip! 

Fi, But will not ye viſit heraguine ? 

Val. Never never, 

Spo. Nor ſend to her? 

Val. No, neither my ſelſe, not any one depends on me fhall 


etre come there agrine. 


. Oipoore Ferry, I ſhall ne re ſee thee apaine, I perceive 
mar. | * 

Val. Come cofin, I — 

Fai. Sir, I ſhall intreate to be excus d, 
Thave engag'd my ſolſe xo moe e u friend, 
Which will expect me bere immediatly. 


Farewell colin. | Freut Val. Sport. Tyaſß. 
T raſh turne, agen 
Tr. Dec heare F M ?: 
Fai, Come, wytux lay yon? 
Tr. Ihave a ſtrange thing come juſt now into my head (ir, 


and that's this ſir theres Newꝑate for Theeves, Bride vu 
for Whores, and Bedlam for Mad folkes, yet among all theſe 

Idoe wonder there Ni e a place for fooſes. 
Ni. ucre a chatiraHie foundation bad n man meanes to 
doo'rwitn, your Maſter has an eſtate, and mięht doe well to 
7 thinke 
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thinke of ſuch a thing. 

Tr, Ye (ay right far indeede; charitie ſhud begin at home, 
that's the truth ont —but jet me tell yee lir, this gentle · 
woman does a little trouble my ſcull tor all that, 

Fai. What a capcaſe were I in, it her ſiſtet {bud be of the 
ſame ſtampe, what wad the world fay, what wud men 
thinke? 

Tr. What? they wud thinke ye were borne when 
the ſigne was either in Aries, Tau, or C 
that's all they wud thinke for ought I know, and ſo fare yo 
well, Exut Traſh, 

Fair. Children and fooles tell truch, well 
Ib t be my fate, there's no remedy, 

Nor friend to flie unto in ſuch a caſe _, 

But hopeſt patience. | Enter Mirabell, 
Stay, here (he comes, Ile ſec, 

If in her carriage I can reade my fortune 

— W hat my Mirabell . - expected happineſſe. 

Mir, How deefir ? 

Fas, Better then I was. 

Air. Why? were ye ſicke fir? 

Fas, Suppoſe I had beene, ot am, your preſence wad begtt 
a health immediatly, I confefle I was not even now ſo well 
as now I am, becauſe I wanted thee which now I have 
ſweeteſt. 

Mir. I (bud be loch tobe found wanting, when your veca- 
ſions call upon my ſervice fir. 

Fai. Sweetly (ſpoken faire Maabell, 

But heare me, 

Admit I bad a ſtrange occaſion now 

To try thy boſome, wudſt thou be content 
Torunne 4 hazard that might manifeſt 


Thy love and loyalty ? 
Air There's not a danger in the world can be 


So dreadfull to m but I wud runne 
T*embrace it for the pleaſure of — — 
But pray (ir, what mcane theſe 


Fa, Nothing fac one, ouely my 
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Air. May it concerne me fir. 
Fai, Yes — ti but a thing incident to all your Sexe. 
Mir. Pleaſe you t unlocke your minde fir, 
Ile ſtudy what I can to purge your thoughts. 
Fa. Tis onely this feare you are too coy, 
Thar's all my feare, too coy Mirabell, too coy, 
Mir. Coineſſel O beavens|tis the only ob ject of my ſcorne (ir 
Idoe not thinke there's ſuch a thing ith' td. 
Or that kinde nature 2 
Was e te the mother of ſo vile a monſter ; 
Were I perſwaded that my veines contain d. 
But the leaſt dramme of ſuch a peeviſh humor, 
Thought kept my heart alive Ide rince it out 


In a word I — _ 
Fai, My hoes lay you 
Mw, Sir, if you pleaſe, 
Pur your invention tothe racke, 
Tull ic finde out ſome ſtrange device to try 
Whether I'me coy or no; | 
Bre ath bu: a ſyllable, and it ſtraight commands 
The mind or perſon to ſerve 
Your pleaſurts. 
a= gs. not hw tittle of a word in this, 
But has its quire of haxmony ; 
But why oe I deferre ſo great a bliſſe 
Come, let love embracescrowne our ſweete defires. 
Air. What dee meane fir? - 
Fai. Onely a gentle aſe of loves delicious (weets. 
Air, What, before we marry ? 
Fair. Yes. 
Mir. Y our reaſon. 184 4s | 
Fai. O it pats life io a patient enpectation come. 
Air. Pray forbeare fir. . 
"Fai, How? forbeare? , 
W har's become ot this preſent minute proceſtÞi ons, 
My. | never dteam d tat yen | 
Had ever ſullied your well tutor d ſoulo 


Wich ſuch a vile incention..  \. - 


\ Fai. 
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Fai. Come, come, where twining hearts unite 
What neede theſe ſcruples ? Air. Sir. 
Staine not your breſt with ſuch ignoble thoughts, 
Tis true 
I ſcorne proud coinefle, but I doe abhorte 
To thinke of this, 
Fa. O chat thoſe eyes 

Shud be the portalls to a heart of flint, 
I cannot endure it; 
Come, come, I muſt needs ſatisfie my flames, 
Therefore no more excuſe. 

Air, Sir, ye have uttr'd words 
Doe breath an aire wad kill a Baſiliske; 
Call yee this love ? 
"Tis rather treaſon gainſt Loves Majeſtic 1 
Will you pretend t'exprefſe a love to me, 
And yet ſpeake ruine to my reputation; 
Baniſh theſe thoughts, or elſe for ever be 
A deteſtation to my boſome. 

Fas. Dwell in thy goodneſle, gentle love; 
'T was not to pleaſe a wanton appetite, 
Or ſpot thy ſhrine of Virgine puritie 
That I have ſpoke; 
No it was onely but to trie the ſtrength 
Of thy reſolves in goedneſſe, w hat before 
I did but love, I now admire 1 - | 
But 
It like thy ſiſter thou hadſt ſwarv'd a jot/ C 
From that integritic wherewith I ſee 
Thy minde is fortified, I ſhud have cut 
Thee off from my acquaintance. 

Mir, How's this ? if like my ſiſter, ſay ye? |, 
What has ſhe done, pray ye ? a 

Fas. No great hurt forſooth. 

Air. It ye love me tell me fir. 

Fai, Now ye conjure me, I will : — 
My coſin Valentine Crambag ge that was ſo in love wich ber, 
it ſeemes he prevail d wich her a lute wy much, to give igye 

in 
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in plaine termes he has lyen with her, glutted himſe'fe with 
the (wee: ſpoiles ol her virginity, and now tor ought I heare 
by the vertue ot Hoca Pocua, my gentlemans gone. 

Air, Accurſed fate, Jabina thus diſhonor'd, 


And by thy kiniman ? | 

1 feare too much of that deteſted blood * 
 Flowes in thy v eines, henceforth Ile nat converſe 

Either wirh thee or any other man 


That is of kindred to him, pray ye be gon, 
Your preſence turnes my very ſtomacke « 
Takg't as ye pleaſe, I mat tor ere diſcard ye. 
air, Diſpleas d with me for his taults ? 
Mir. Tis all one, 1 not —reply not—your ſentence 
Is this fare ye well. 
Fai. I obey it — E xit F airefaith, 
Mi. It has beene (till abſer i d ſince time begun 
That ſwceteſt natures ſtillare ſooncſt wonne, 
This is the fate that u ually actends 
Beſt diſpoſitions : 2 
poore women into how many fools paridices are wee daily 
brought by theſe wicked men 
Enter Sir T imotby, 
Ah poore ſiſter. 
Fir T. How now, What ayles your lilter now ? 
Mir, Nothi 
Sir T. W d wedding hold or no > — ha? 
Mir, Shees wedded already (ir, | 
Sir T. How and I not know ont What à forward ſawey 


girle's this ? > . 


But is ſhe married indeede ? 
Mir. Yes, to miſety, ſhame, and infamy. | 
Sir Z. What's the matter girleꝰ — ha? — ſpeake — 
what's the matter? 
Mir. Hee that pretended ſo much love to her, I meane 
young Crambragge: + 
Sir T. Ay — Ivwbat of him? — ha? what's the buſineſſe 
i fay? Air. O Siſter, ſiſter 
Sir T. Daughter, I charge ye tell me what the matter is, 
f What 
/ 


| 
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what of young Crambappe d 
Mir, He — that lane has by ſmooth words wrought 
upon her gentle nature, tœher perpetuall diſhonor; to tell 
ye the plaine truth ſir, he has lyen with her, publiſh d it abroad 
to her diſgrace, and is now fled. 
Fir T. um lyen with her? und fled? 
Is there no thunder left above the skyc? 
Is Ive growne deafe? or has he ſworne to lie 
A ſleepe, and thus forget the earth? Enter Traſh. 
What's your buſineſſe (irra ? | 
Tr. Sir, my Maſter ſent me to your worſhip, to tell your 
worſhip, that your worſhip needs not trouble your ſelfe a- 
bout your daughters portion, for his mindes alter'd, and hee 
bid teſt your worſhip that he wud intreate your worſhip to 
have patience. 
Sir T. Sirra, your Maſter s a raſcall, and you are another. 
Tr. O by no meanes, and pleaſe your worſhip, 
Sir. T. O Mirabel, me thought I had 2 good opinion of 
him, he had ſociviliz'd her, and me thought 
brought her to be the beſt naturdgirle: 
Mercile ſſe fate, 
My paſſive fortitude where ith I once 
Out · fac d misfortune now is fled and gone, 
My daughter thus digrac d 
What's the reaſon I knew t no ſooner ? 
Mw. It comes too ſoene whenſoe ver (ir ; 
The me ſſenger has heeles of lead that bi ings 
Good newes, butillnewesfiye with Eagles wings; 
Sir Z. Stand faſt ye weake ſupporters of my age 
- Henceforth my hand be pillow to my head, 
O my perplexed ſoule! 
Cud [ but leape now from ſome-rockie top, 
Into the plunging ſwallow of the ſea, 
Twud be ſome eaſe, 
Fetch her Mirabell, fetch her Exit Mirabel. 
Alas I little dream d of this. 
Tr. Your worſhip might hie dream d ont, for to my 
knowledge your worſhip was 2 fleepe in your bed hen the 
0 buſinc ſſe 
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buſineſſe was done. 
Sir T. O that I had the rogue by the eares. 
Tr, I but he does not to give care to yee, 


Eimer Aliraboll, with Sabina very pen ſeve 
Sir T. Out ye 5 whore, does thou play the whore 
and looke me in the face ? haſt thou playd the baggage? haſt 
thou playd thy whore? ==» Ha? Out of my ſight ye queane, 


N get ye out. Exit Sabins, 
4 O Mirabell is there no ſtones, nor water, fire nor ſword to be 
K revenged with Ha? 


| Come Sit, u keepea fine order here, I appoint yon to over ſee 
houſe, and you let gentlemen come in and lye revelling kere 
| All he night, you area truſty Trojan you. 
Hir. Tis more then I know Sir, tis the firſt time I heard 
| on t, it I had ſeene the — [ wud have ſent em fur- 
cher with a veageance. 
; Sir 7. Abominable . thus to diſgrace her ſelſe and me, 
where is ſhe, did not Ibid ye fetch her 
f Air, She has beene here Sir, and you ſent her out againe. 
Sir T. Has (hee ?T know nor, theſe diſtractions do ſo con- 
found me, that I forget the laſt minute: O daughrer Aiabell 
_— — worſhip ſhud 
Tr. Me es your al a 
about your houſe againſt + Sata chis is A 


F Sir T. Hilis take that rogue, and dee heare/ deliver him from «tr 
» me to the keeper of Bridewell--— take him away I ay, ; 
. His. Came Sir come, are ye come hither to jeere ? | 
; Tr. No Sir, I did not jeere Sir. 
* Sir T. Take himaway I y. of 
| Hihi. Come along come. | of 
7 Tr. Maſter — — jeſt man. to 
'T Sir T. Sir your has abuſd my houſe, and Ile make him 
| : N | ſmart fort. =_ > = 
Tr. Tis like enough and! pleate your worſhip, but hall 1 | 
| be paniſht for the wickedneſſe of my Maſters Codpeece, and tin 
1 ö pleaſe your worſhip, no no. 1 4 
Sr r. Carry him awyay I Gy, | | At 
| TE | . 
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Tr. Your worthip's a merry Gentleman, you love to make 
ſport I fee that. 
Sir T. Hits, | bid you once more carry him away, what 
dee thinke to laugh me out of my retolutions? 
H. ur, Come your wayes ſirra. 
Tr, Hit: is in ſober ſadneſſe and pleaſe your worſhip. 
Sw T. Soam l too ſitra, carry him I fay 
- Hilts, Was thou mad to talke thus to a luſtice of Veace, a 
luſtice of Com borem rotulorum? tis as much as thy life's 
worth, 
Sir T. A prating fawcy raſcall; carry him away. 
Tr, I beſcech your worſhip forgive me, good your wor- 
ſhip. 
2 T. Carry him away I ſay. | R 
Tr. Good your worthip forgive me, I beſeech your wor- 
(hip. 
Sir T. Well, let him goe for this time, get ye gone ſirri. 
Tr, Yes and (hall pleaſe your worſhip, — gone quoth a? 
le ſee your worſhip hang'd before Ille come necre ye againe. 
* Exvt Tra, 
Fir T. O Hilts, this wicked fellow has undone us. 
Hilts, Who dee meane (ir? Mr. Crambagge ? 
Fir T. The (ame. 
Hilts, What has he done fir? 
Sir T. What? my cheeks wud burne to ſpeike it, uncon- 
trouleable fares is there no pitty in your votes, 
Hilts, Well, it L once meete with him 
Si T. What then? | 
Hilts, Ide make him an example to all the young lads in 
England, I wad fuſtinado the carkaſſe of him till the limbe 
of the rague fiew one from another, and then I wud beate em 
together againe. 
Sir T. No, no, if we ſhud hurt him Hiles, the Law wud 
be of his (ide. 
1 | Filer. Hurt him, no forſooth, I wad onely beſtow a little 
d timber upon the ſhoulders of him. 
Sir T. Piſh, piſh, come, goe your wayes to my coſin 
Muc heraft the Atturney, tell him row comming to him - 


- 
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his advice; in the meane time doe you put the Caſe to him for 
comming into the bouſe at an unſeaſonable time of the night, 
goe Jour wayes, Ile be with ye preſently. 
& xennt Sir Tin. and Ai. at one doore, Hiltr at another, 
Enter Valentine aud Fairef ah, 

Fas, Y our father's comming after ps here. 

Fal. Where is he E mer Sir Punt. 

Sir P. O ſonne - | have brene fo abus'd — nay, and a 


hundred to one but I had beene ſoundly baſted too, and all this 


to pleaſe thee. 

Fair. As how pray fir? 

Sw P. I went to treat With fir Timothy about the marriage, 
and becauſc I ſtood upon a portion, old Te was pleas'd to 
call ime a thouſand raſcalls ; and in the heate of the buſine ſſe 
(O my armes' ) comes me in that ſame great horſe-bor'd 
H. lis, and ſo (ſhakes me; well ſonne, lle even walke in, if a- 
ny body come to pay money tell em I'me within, it they 
come for money, tell em Fme not well, tor this fellow has ſo 
bruis'd my armes that I me not able to tell it; det heare what 
I fay, to ye. ſonne ? 

Exit Valentine ſaping nothing as diſpleas d. | 
Nay lowre and pout till Doomſday, tis all one, I will have 
money before I give my conſent, come, come, tell mee no 
more tales love quoth a? If I had warried for love coſm, 
I had beene a rogue, afoole, a begger ; no, no ſonne, I mult 
have money, and Iwill have mony. 

Fai. Sir, the laſt night your ſonne went to (ee his Miſtreſſe, 
and prevail'd ſo farre with her, that to tell you the naked 
truth, they lay together all night; he perceiving her ſo cality 
wonne to wantonneſſe, _ fearing hereafter (he might be 
A little too liberall of her entertaine ment, ha: caſt her quite of 

now feares your Cifpleaſure for his too much forwardnedle, 
and that's the cauſe of his ſadne ſſe 
Sir P. How ? lay with her —— tis not poſſible, 

Fai. Not fora gentleman to lie with a hanſome wench, 

why, tis one of the paſſibleſt things that can be ſir. 

Si P. lame (try co heare it colin, — Ime glad hee has 
put her oft, a company ot taſcalls they ale ferv'd well encugh, 


* 


* 


The Swazgeing Dam ſcll. 


'T warrant ye, the poore boy hearing how her father had abus · d 


me, cud not finde in's heart to love her a jot longer; yer for 
all char coſis, I like not's humor in this, that he cannot talke 
with a woman but he muſt be jobbing preſently, I doe not 
like that I muſt tell ye well tis done and paſt now, 
Fu. 1 but l' me afraid you'le heare onꝰt again, fir Timothy 
intends to clap him up till he has made ſatistaction, but pray 
lir voyce it not that I told ye, 
Sir P. Will he ſo? tell him, Ile ſee him — by the ne cle 
in the high way to Paddington firſt ; he clap 
not have ſo much as a haire of his head exceptit were to choak 
himſelte with, and yet my ſonne (hall goe upand downe,aye, 
and job him upon the noſe too and hee ſhall not know him; 
and if you pleaſe tell him, that I me teſolv d before I have 
done with him, ſo bitterly to vexe him, that he ſhall be glad 
to come with a rope in's hand, and make a humble petition to 
the Hangman, that he may have lycence to hang himſelſe to 
{aye his cloathes come along. Extavt. 
Enter Nſirabell, Kate. 
Mir. Not vexe? | 
Why: Doe you thinke there is 2 woman lives. 
That has a Gfter abus'd as minc 5 
And not yet be vext ? To them Faire ſab. 
To bring a maid into this miſery, 
And all under loves : 
This is your kinſman fir, your owne ficſh and blood ſir. 
Fai. The more ſorry am I forſooth ; 
But if you le pleaſe to entertaine my vowes, 
Of reall love and ſervice once againe 
Into your better thoughts, Jle uſe a meanes 
That ſhall-preferve her honour from the duſt, 
If not abhorre me. 
Mir. Let your heart and tongue but correſpond 
And you enſlave my ſoule. 
Fai. Tis done, | 
I have already hammer d in my ſcull, 
A vindication that (hall make her name 
Shine to poſteritie. . 
2 Me. 


— 


im up 7 he ſhall 


The Swaggering Da el. 


Mir, The boundleſſe Ocean of your goodnc ſſe drow net 
The ſlender nite of, what I can teturne. 
Enter Sabina. 
Here (he comes, it ye can doe her a favour, 
Both ſhe ard Iwill be glad to ſnatch all 
Opportunities to expreſſe our thanke full mind, ſir. 

Fai. Ladies, thus it is, hee has di!guis'd bimfelte, goes in 
womans apparell, it ye peaſe lle bring ye to him, where, it 
there be occaſion, you ſhall command iny beſt affiflance. 

Kate. Pray ye ſir where is the place | ; 
Fair. It is at A Shoomakers houſe in the Strand, but that's 


all one, follow me, E xewnt Ommes, 
Much. Budget. Enter Muc hcraft, Budget. 
Bud. Sir. : ' 


Much. Have ye drawne William W9dcorks plea to Tri- 
ftram Widgroms declaration — ha? 

Bud, No ſir, the cauſe is remov'd, #/coacocke fearing to be 
overthrowne at Common Law, comes with à pittiſull long 
bill, makes a caſe of canſcience on't, and fo is fowne away. 

Huch. Is he ſo? if I had knowne that F*ager, I wud have 
Pluckt his feathers a little firſt, but tis no matter, ler him goe. 

Enter Hit leg ging and ſcraping. 
What's your crrand fellow ? 2K 

Hits, Fellow? Sir Ime none of your fellowes, not J. 

Mach. I veleeve ye ate not, whats your buſine ſſe before me? 
Hits, Sir I doe not come to doc my buſine ſſe betore you. 
Much. What meane thele frivolous a l wers? W hole man 
are ye (ir ? Halte, My maſters (ir, 
_ Much, Very good what mad man are) ou pray? 
Hilti. Mad hr,no more than your ſelfe — mad (ir? ---umph. 

Much. Nay let him alone Bedget, wee ſhall have 4 brave 
action of battety here by and by. | 

Hits, Sir, I belong to the right worſhiptull Sir Timer! y 
Tefty ; my maſterE&nt me for your Vice, the Caſe js this 12 
Gentleman comes into my maſters houſe at an unreaſona! le 
dime of the night contrary tomy Maſters knowne will and 
command, whether is chis a treſpaſſc or no? 

Mach. No, no, ptethee doe not trouble me, l' mea little 
| buſie. 


I The Swag gering Damſell. 
$ buſie. Enter fir Tim. 
$i T. Cofin Mmnchcraft, how dee fir? 
Much, Sir Timothy Tefty, you are kindely welcome (ir, 
how dee fir ? 
S T. Never worſe coſin, — even almolt dead with 
: griefe, molt abominably abus'd. 
Aach. Wherein, pray ye (ir? Gives him a fee, 
Sir Tim, That I will tell more at large hereafces fir, not one- 
ly a pcece, but my whole love attends ye (ir the caſe is 
this ; Gentleman comes into my houſe, at an uncivill and un- 
ſeaſonable time of the night, contrary to my know ne will aud 
command ; a Treſpaſle or no? 
Auch. A rreſpaſſe? a tranſcendent crime fir ; a moſt foule 
matter, Ile aſſure ye; your man did not put the Caſe to mee 
| in this manner, 
| Sir T. Not? ye whoreſon blockhead, are yee not able to 
| ſpeake to a man ? wherefore doe | keepe ye ? ha? 
Hilts, I cud nor, I had vot inſtructions in my pocket. 
Mach, *Tis well enough fir, both La and Equitie ſupports 
your cauſe ; come, wee le walke out and ralke of it. * 
Si, T. Your tongue drops honey colin, and you have 
vived my ſtaggering ſpirits : 
And now though time and age, 
Cover my head with honorable haires, 
ret — 
Since raies of Sunny thoughts peepe out agen 
le ſtrive to quell theſe paſſiona come 
Sad fighes, and teares are Oratours of grie fe, 
Rut tis an active braine that brings relecte, Exemnt mne 


Atlus Quarta. 
Enter Fairefuith, Sabina in mans apparell,Sportfove, 
Tran, and Hilts, 


F air, Ome, pray fir doe not thinke ont. 
Sab. How ſhall I ſtand by and (ee, 
9 A 


The Swag gering D amſell. 


A gentlewoman of my kindred wrong d? 
Be patient 
And my kinrcd thus abus'd ꝰ my proper fleſh 
And blood diſgrac d, our reputation turn d 
Quite topſie turvie, nay, and all this done 
By a laſcivious villaine ? 
No, no, 
Nothing but s blovd ſhall paciſie my ſword ; 
Had but the ſlave as many thouſand lives 
As there doe graines of ſand ſurround the (c2, 
There wud be ſcope to vent my fury on ; 
But now tis circumſcrib'd within the verge 
 Ofone poore taſcalls lite, whoſe blood will ſcarce 
Give fatisfaion to my thirſty ſtee le. 
Come fir, | doe perceive you know his haunts, 
which it ye doe, ; 
I doe conjure ye here to bring him forth ; 
And if you will, or date to ſecond him. 
Ile and ye both, 

Fai. Sir, on my life I vow, | 
The place of his abodes unknowne to me ; 
They ſay he's fled and gone: 
Tis true, I had 
Some converſation with him, but I was 
A ſtranger to his thoughts and actions; 
And where this time hee does beſtow him ſel fe 
Tis not knowne to me. 

Sport, Sirra, what ſay you? where's your Maſter / 


Tr, Ab, l wud1 cud tell ye, he bas left me in a pittifull caſe 
here, if old fir Plenteous dog not take pitty upon me, I muſt 
even go and drive W heele-barrowes in Lincolnes-Inne-fields, 


for ought I know. 


Fai. Alas poore fellow, Ime forry for that, hat 


canſt doe / 


Tr. I have a qualitiegar, but the world no adayes does 


not reſpect men of parts, 
Fai, What ilt? ; 


Tr. A Bagge-piper, ant hall pleaſe your worſhip. 


＋ 


The Swag gering Damſell. 
Fai, A Bagpiper ? 
Tr. Yes indeede fir, as ſimple as I ſtand here, I have plaid 
before as good Beares as be in the Kingdome of England. 
| Fair, Where doſt live now? 


Enter Valentine in womens apparrell. 
Tr. Sir, in the meane time ] waite upon the Lady that 
lies inthe houſe here. Cal. Traſh. 
Tyr, Madam. | Da. Come ye hither, 4 


Sab, Vnhappy eyes ye have undone my heart, 
Tr, I come forſooth. 
Sab. Stay faire one, ſtay, 
V ul, Speake ye to melic? Sb. I doe, 
But firſt, I doe intreate you will be pleas'd 
To ſmile upon my raſhnefſe, then mutt I 
Perforce enforme ye, that juſt now I tele 
A blow upon my heart, which I conceive 
W as darted from your eyes. 
Val. Your conceit was in an error fir, 
$45. Ono, W 
I ſee betwixt thoſe breſts 
Is Anz garden, and Elium love, Kiſſer her, 
And from theſe lippe: —— an ay te tranſcends 
** ſpices, or the Phanix neſt; 
ady, 
Be pleaſed to let this Jewell pride it ſelſe 
Berweene thoſe ſnow ie hills, and you engage 


My ſoule unto your ſelſe. Gives her a Ie. 
Val. My gratitude entertaines your loving directions far, 
A ward fir, Valen aud Sport. goe aſide. 


What gentleman is this! me thinkes he much reſembles Si 
Tefty, know ye him not ? 

Spore, Not I. I met him here by chance, it matters not who 
tis, take you his gifts and de fure to yetid what hee 
would have yee doe, and wee (hall want neither gold nor 
jewels, I ſce that: and dee heare, you will by this meanes 
put ſuch atricke upon your ſwecte· hearts Champion as never 
vas, and inthe iſſue it will be found to be but a jelt, 


theres anend, 


Sab, 


= 


[1 
+ : 
— ————————_ 1 


— 1 


The S va gering Dam ell. 
5b. Play accept of this, . 

Tra, I were to blame if I ſhud not fir ; Wheclebarrowes, 
quotha? Ile ſee em all hang d firſt, a hanſome gentlewomans 
ſervice is as good as fee taile, | ſee that. 

826. Mc thinkes Lady, you much reſcmble a gentieman [ 
know, one Mr. Valentine Crambazge, one that I wud be very 
glad to ſce. 

Val. I know the gentleman fir, he is, I tale it, a friend to 
one Miſtreſſe Sabina Ty. 

Sab, A friend, 

Had ſhe beene dead when firſt ſhe ſaw his face, 
She had beene happy. 
Val. Pray you why lin? 
Sab, Has done her that diſhonor, 
That time can never taxe out of memory; 
And in regard (he is my necreſt colin, 
The ſad remembrance of it teates my hear 
Into a thouſand (ſhivers ; 
But now your pre ſence like the morning Sunne 
Drives off theſe melancholy.milts wherein 
My ſoule did ſometimes wander, 
Tul. Sir, I am yours. a 
Sab. O the ſweetneſſe of thoſe words 
Tr, Nay, there's a pound of Sugar almoſt in every word 
ſhe ſpeakes fir, 
Sab. Lets mixe our (elves, 
But firſt, let Hymen with a wedding knot 
Knit up our ſoules. 
Val, O no fir. | 
Jas. Nay you are now my captive. 
Val, I hope I ſhall eaſily procure my redemption. 
* $ab, Thy very hearts thy ranſome, nothing ſhall, 
Bur onely that redeeme thee. | 
Val, I doubt not fir, but your one goodne ſſe will plead 
For know. I did (my excule; 
det up a teſolution long age, 
Never to marry, 


Spert. Piſh. : 
Jab, 


The $ megoering Damſel,” **\ 


826. How, not ma 
Fair. — HOWE —ͤ— Plabwiher 
| will be perſwaded, bur that gentle women, yeknow;ithinke | 
it a kinde of diſparagement to be too ſoone wone,thar's Mir. > 
$46. Pray cxprefle your intentions Lady. TIT 2 
my I have already fir. ö * | 
Andis that your reſolution 7 | 
— Indeede it is ſir. 1, 
Sab. Why then Ile tell yee mine: ; well 2: 
Fme now in ob deteſted — 3 5 
That w my colin, and doe ere | 
To — her quarreit, thetetore know, 
If chou'lt not marry me immediatly, 
Thoſe lookes . ſo much hee, nay, conver his, 
Shall wher my (word againſt t z hay, convert 
My love to fury, and ſhalt facrifice eu ata. 
Thy blood. to cxpiat my kindreds wrong; bins 
Therefore I , nay more, | will enjoy ; ; 1 
Deſpight of face 1 will x 
My quicke deſires doe chide my y patience, -' | 
And thou mult yceld or die, than que nk; Ny 
Lc umot ſtand to waite upon diſcourte: N 
But by the way conſider, that ye are nom | | 2 
To give a ſentence either oflife or death, 
V pon your ſelfe, take beede ; il ye lay aye, ' 
You live my darling, burif n no, you die. , 
Val. Sir, Iconſent to marry, and am content tobe diherd 
of as you (hall pleaſe. 
8. out breath is muſicke now, come lers along. 

Ty. Whby, bur fir, you will not carry away my Miftteſſe I 
hope in this manner, will ye ? and I have but newly got ber 
neither —— ſlid, theſe art tricks indeeds?  * 

5846. Sirra, here's for you bold you, your 2 


- humor. we: him 
Tr, = your worſhup (ir, and keepe ye in — 
(till ſay I Exc omner, 


Enter for Plenteons, Moc heraft, Budget. 
ſuch. Well fir, Theare ye, but yee hevemin ſpoke torch” 
G 


purpoſe 


; The $jidggering Dar jel 
pur pole ye 


1 this tromcme fir, He proove fir, that my ſbime 
v invited and (ent for; and that her — and ſhe both ud 
mene poſſible ti allure him ihither. Gives him a fee, 

Much. Ay, now yas have {poke home fir, this is ſome - 
thing now, I feele your cauſe a ſitle better and thus much for 
your comfort, never trouble” your feife; mer fir Timothy 
about it, Ile rake ſuch a courſe that his N privarely 
cauſe ſhall ne re procesd-Ie warranc > | *c2 hande' the paſſa- 
yee, alas fir Timothy» caule is not ya ab and 
worth the legge:ot a Fly, and yer he i 
does ſo torment myahoule, thac i can E eate qt ine. nor 
lleepe; yee know Budget: how often 1 have deſit d him to 
torbeare my houſg,/ ami ct all; will aot doe. 

Bud. 1 Wige has v etc bang d, he makes me tell a unbes 


lies in a weeke in telling him ye are noc wan ole to 
de rid ot him. g oh pufp 


Sir, T. Here sa | 

Auch. Alaſſe for's ineſſe, werd my cafe; if any body 
wud but give me a fait of Matiad fort, be had dave t. 

Sir T. eee 1 2! 

Much. Suppoſe he brings is tes whar can he dor TR 1 

— this, tis ttueche wut have rets ind me to have ta- 
ken out a Writ agaiaſt c buten I perceived that ic was 
nothing but a malicigughnawr; L bid him goe and be hang 4 
wich this brabbles, 1 wadnarbertobbled u Th. 

9 ay mor (ut you! were willing enourh th be 
$7 with my money, I have heard you a} | this while and 

ee 
i come, Ime glad you ate come, 
2 tait ny bert, come, muſt har e 
" you made friends byiaflimeanens 211 >> 
17 175 Eiends lle fee him it and bare to the taife of a Cart 
fi dend. wich him? hang him raſcall. 

Sir P, Fir, HE n doubt bar FM make you know, 
and xg daughter ton before I have done with her, that ſliee 
has abus'd my lange, I cannot tell, Iwill rot lay the has be- 
wücted Lim, but it I prove 1 it, lle make ye all ſtinke with a 

1 venge ance. 


this yo 


The Swaggerhng Diel: 


Vengeance. 29331) 21751 37 1 — £ 428 4 


Sir T. Why, Ihe 


1 -| Re CN 7 a * * ene 


the day of the cyl fad — 15 — e 
| ſelſe Fly 


2 TERE cke E. 
Sir T. Didſt not come .thy ſelf, 1 155 8 at Þ 


f tion I wud give her? Now I 6 nd, 
[ ye chea Wee your 12> | W = 127 qc p, + = 
— — A qu 23,90 j 3 p 
) 3 Yes forſoot * ; 
| Sir . It my man Hu: were ber Iup are thy very 
noſe into thy face, and afrer Wigs þ bei ebb 
Sir P. What wud ye doe ſir? en 
Aach, Nay pray g eee eee n e are in wy 
houſe. UE DTT! ns a 
ö Sir P. I can forbeare him no le i 
Auch. Come - | naß 
| Budg, Sir Plenteows, p Nas 5 R 
>" Sir T. Prethee let me by | 
Aſucb. oo dryer ty - =; _ 
; E xit'Mnchrraft S# 7 homas, 
1 Emte# Sabina, Vnlemiue, Vairefaith, 
| M4 DITOW * n, Rowland, $91 276 
. . Why o 270A 11 
1 This is the crowne of all our jvyes on earth, 4 
When [ove and marri — 5 Ain bang, | 
N Je mabes the ode t ; 3 


tet 


5 And ci vethetloudye diſcontent; 


| le thinkes my ſoule has wings and Icud fly, 
te, |- From t Feu, e ee wy Lede, 


What art thou fad, ind ſee thy dusbaßd lau 
Come now we are married, we muſt le OY 
Paſſion betwixtus Gentlemen what 
Frownes ata Weddi Fair, How ? frownes ? 
| Shud 2 man ſecme oer or hang the wings 5 
| e 


—— 
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Jen 2 1 


T*accom abies 
Thento Eo * he Sh A 


Sir, joyes: 1 ye, may 5 


You fall of joycs, as we ate now to (ce 


. 
9 ort, difconrle, and let "Ul 


—. active ſoules uptq the htimme wich joy ; 
Come, N 
Arewei 1 


222 ge „4 | 10 f 
. „ — — 


Haig wp op eee cloathes, 


vM ! F r. ja». 4 


Are there 10 80 9 5 


7 


aire already is humour, I cud wiſh the whole 
urea 0 laute & forty hontes qutright. 
Tra. y, ihthe-whole world were a 


Morris dance he foure al lortie houres outright, what ſhud, 
nay, bat does thou, thinks. w the god people of New 
England doc al that 

Row. | doe thinke they wad 1 for a timely, ceſſation of 
the noiſe of the ſuperſtigiqus bells hanging abaut theix knees, 

= A moſt damnable ae! in my conſcience. 

Sab. Co eet · heart, ru up your ſpits, put on a re- 
ſolution to et thinke but on what muſt 1 det Wirt 
us two this ye che ; : | 
How I muſt re vill in thy armcs, and then 
How thou myſt tumble in my boſome ; 

And that i know will be enough to purge 


The Swaggering Daniel. 
Sad contemplations. Val. Sir, pray you excuſe me; 


 Troublelome thinges doe whiſper in my care, 
W hich for the preſent J cannot expell. 


4i, Piſh. 
54. Doe notheede or nuſle the leaſt (ad thougti 
At ſuch a time, tell em ſome other time 
You'le fit and heare their grievances, | 
Spore. Ay, ay, doe fo, what upon your joviall day be fad? 
but where be theſe Fidlers? 
Muſs, We tre come fir, Sport. Pray ye play then. 
Come, a ſong, a — A | 
I Oy, bealth, and pleaſure, waite u pon 
| This louely paire, 
May all your dejer like to this one 
v7 oa. Be — of care, 
And may theſe willing ftayres of ni 
| BY 2 ths * abe. 
Tur ide groome ri 
And let Arabian edowys then 
Wt Perfume thy facets, 
Strewing thy chamber owce agen 
With daintic ſweets, 
Then lat theſe pretty chouwght; that move 
Pa 1 A flame in Cupids fires, 
we ye to * 
* T D d:fgres. 
Sa. Come, theſe Nuptiall rites being done, 
Ie now remaines we ſpect it to the bed, 
Where we will arme in arme diſcourſe and act 
Loves pretty handy dandyes Gentlemen 
— pea — 
Has not my ſtarres beene kinde, 
Tograce my Fortunes with ſo faire a bliſſe. 
Fra. Sir, ye enjoy a happineſſe beyond 
Ex preſſion or compare. | 
Tr, Nay fir, Ile promiſe ye this, that as long as ſhe is your 
wie, no man breathing ſhall cre bring Ae puniſhment 
G 3 upon 


The Swaggering Damſell. 
upon your head —— I willnot ſay what the woman may doe, 
and that's a rare bleſſing Rowland betwixt you and me, I can 
tell yee. 

5:6, Me thinkes I fee 
My ſelfe now dandl d on the knee of Face, 

Sport. Sir, you doe now. embrace 
A richer veine thanerethe Sunne beheld, 
And I preſume none fave your onely (cite, 
W hoſe preſence is a treaſure of er 
Could have prevail'd fo fatte with ber, whoſc eye 
Ne te yet caſt glance of love upon a man, 
Theretore doe I pronounce  _.\- 
You th'onely minion bath of Fame and Fate. 

Row. Nay, you are & happy man, that's certaine fir, if aſl 
men had ſuch wives, we ſhud have a (trange world, for then 
we ſhud be troubled neither with chil dren not cackholds. 

gab. Well gentlemen golden ſlumbers attend ye, 

Come faire one, come,we have too long de fer d 

The love embraces of the marriage ved, 

O how it rapp3 my ſoule to thinłe that I 

This very houre with my faire love mult lie, 

Rak'r up in cinders, love may burne, but when 

It 'gin's to flame, it tires both gods and men; 
Come, 5 

Dal. Pray ye (ir forbeare a little. 

$46, 1 will weste hear th 

Val. CofinF airefaith, a word, you have brought me here 
upon a buſineſſe will utterly diſgrace me; what will this gen- 
tleman thinke of me dee thinke, when be tindes that I have 
gull'd him thus, 15. n: 

Fair. Come, come, put your feates to ſlcepe, | 

Sab. Nay, come ſweete- heart. why theſc delaycsꝰ 

Row. Pray yee ſir deale gently with ber, ſhe's yong and 
ſeate full to lie with a man, and that's the Lafined fir, that 
makes her ſo loth t unpin. 

Tr, Alis poore ſoule, in my con ſcience yon had rather lie 


with a woman, than with thele rude men behalfe, wud not 
ye forſooth? 


Sal. 


The Swaggering Damſell, 

$4b, Come, give me your hand, 

Val, Good bo 1905 

Seb. Why ? what's the mutter? 

Y al, Nothing fir- 

8. Nothing ? I know tis ſomething ; ate not; < well ? 

Val. Yes torfooth,. T 

$45, What's the reaſon yee will not go to bed then? pray 
ye come without more adoe, 

Fl Fic upon't colin, a woman wud ſcorne theſe 
dhings. 

2 ra, Nay, yes are ich right fir, I doe belteve (he wud 
dehe it. 

S4b. Come, what's the buſineſſe with ye? will ye not goe 
to bed ——ha ? 

Val. Sir, Ile confider of it preſently, 

Sab. How, conſider of it? 
Am la man? a married man ? or what? 
Am Ia husband ? muſt a husband then 
Entreate his wife ? 
Is Nature growne ſo old ſhe has forgot 
To teachher children what belongs unto 
Their different places ? 
Although before 1 was content to bend 
- My ſpirits to your foote, yet know, that now 
The will of Fate has deſtin'd me to be 
Next under it the ſole, commander of 
ur minde and perſon, therefore now I mult, 
Nay, Iwill be obey d. 

Tra. pray ye doe not fright her too much, ſhe's a very ten- 
der hearted thing forſooth — — pray ye ſpeake her faire. 

84. Hold you your prating ſix ta, the ſhall obſerve my will 
ROW, . | 
a. You'le never doe good fir with foule meanes, 

Kow, By your favour my friend, I know this out of my 
on knowledge, that a froward ſharpe hu: band will pre- 
ſently make a woman doe what (he lilt. 

Sa. Stoppe your mouthes, - 

Tra, Sir, for my part 1 will not ſtop my ** 

and 


The Swaggering Damſell. ' 
derſtand what I ſay fir, me a married man my felfe fir, and 
cis well knowne to be true, that I cud never yet get any thing 
of my wite by harſh words, 

Sah. Once more I bid you hold your babling, 
Tea. Sir, ſhe ſhall not * till hee has a mindoto 
: £20eto bed, nor Iwill not my babling neither (ir, 
Val, Hold your peace Traſh. | 
Tra. Yes forſooth. 
Sab. Von le cloſe your mouth by and by I hope. 
Tra. Yes marty will J fir, but not at your bidding (ir : 
what now—-whardce thinke I me a foole in a Play ? 
Fab. Will you hold your tongue or no / 
Tra, Yes ſor ſooth and pleaſe your worſhip: 
Sabina tak: hold of him, and offers to firike him, 
54. This inſolence I cannot beare ; 
And for your part you are my wife, and one 
In whom obedience ought to be expreſt, 
And I your top. ; 
Trafs. Ay, you want but a little whipping. 
Sab. What (ay you firra? 
Ty. Tay, a woman that bas a good busband, and all chings 
elſc, and will not goe to bed, wants nothing but whipping. 
Sab. Well, tis thus, 
It milde intreatics, nor a gentle fawne ; 
Nor proteſtations, nor a husbands love 
Can molliſie thy Stubborneſſe, nor bring 
Thy (turdy diſpoſition to my hand ; 
Ile for a time quite tur ne out of my thoughts 
A husbands pitt ies, and where ſmiles did taile, 
A luſtie 'baſtinado ſhall perſwade 
W bat ſhall | be bafied thus 
Out of my pleaſures with a womans bluſh ; 
Iſt fit that I ſtand pleading where my ſtarres 
Bid me command ? I ſcorne it, therefore ſpeake 
This very preſent minute, nay be foi e i 
You fetch more breath, ſpeake either ay, or no, 
Or I muſt ſtrike, there's no remedy, 
— We (hall have the Peace broken, here preſently, I ſee 
that. Tun 


* 


The Swazgering Damſell. 
Tr, Peace, quotha? nay and my head be not broken I 
Care not. Sport. Come, ſhe is content to goe fir. 
. $49, Give the word. Val, Sir, I will goe tobed. 
Sa. Come your wayes then. 
Exit Sabina leading Valentine; Traſh falls into a langhtey, 


Zr. Dee heare gentlemen, dec heart? 
What if this gentleman ſhud get my Maſter with childe now? 


Sport. Nay, whatif your Maſter ſhud get that gentleman 


with childe, 
Tra. I cannot tell what hee may doe for men, but I ne re 


knew him doe ſuch — for a woman yet. | 
Row, Mc. Faircſaich, pray tell me one thing, why did you 
being my Maſters kinſman, and an old ſouldier and ſo pati- 
ently, and ſee him ſo affronted. * 
Tra, I thats true indeede Rowland, he being an old beaten 
ſouldier too, Fair, A beaten fouldier? I An 


r. An old ſouldier IMeane ſir. 0. I 
Fair. I confeſſe I had no diſpoſition to medle int, becauſs | 


Iknow . themſelves, I know the bowtls of the 
ye thep 09,09” 027 605 3.095 1,301 


Ile tell ee | | 
And then wee'lebring this'newes 17 
To bleſſe che eares of old fit Timothy, - Ff e 
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my Lord Majors ſhow ; he that waites on you, had nee de to 
have * ſteppes prick d out with a paite of Compaſſes, for 
eught I ſce. 

Mir, What a ſucly groome arc you, may not one ſpeake 
to you? | 

Hilts, Speake ? yes forſooth you may ſpeake, but I doe not 
love to walke before a Gentlewoman like one of the ſe gin- 
gerly youthes that goe before their Miſtre ſſes, as if the ftreets 

"were pav d withegges, not I. 

Kate, Why, how now fir ſawce boxe, what is t all fellowes 
with ye, ye filthy, ſtink ing, ſawcy,dirty,ſcabbed,paltry,louſic, 
mengic rogue ye. 

Hhlts, Heyda, Miſtrefſe Twniper, what's the matter with 
— tro? you were not us d to be ſo ſnappiſh, I me ſure on t, ! 
+ Fae and rid before you, and youne re found fault 
with it. 
Kate, O = lying raſcall,did ye ever ride before me in your 
1. Yes marty have I forſooth. | 


ie 
Nate. Tis a5 falſe a tale Miſtreſſe as eves was told tis true, 
r a little hort journey; *twas no- 


I cud even a us farre a ſoote upon the. matter. 
Hin. Who that foxſooth? 
Kate, Why wilt you lie then ye raſcall ? | 
Hi. Why, whats the bufinefſe ? what the miſchiefe a les 
ye ? ſure ye have not made water raday 1 thinks. | 
. Afr Come Hit come, you ſhud beat e with her. 
Hits, Beare forſooth, ſhee (hudbeare, ſhee's us'd too'fr; 
more than Tam forfoorh.  ——- 
>, Kate, What ſhud I beate pray? ſuſſet ſuch an Aſſe as you 
ta ride upon my backe, ſhud Trot ? © 
—- Why nod aſ ell aa alwayes upon your belly for- 
Air. Come, come, pray ye goealcag, we have ſamething 
| Kate, Very wellſir, I'fhall chink e upon your words. 
u,. This way forfooth ? Ae. Ves, yes, goe on. 
Enter Sir 7. withofficer: mecting them. 
Ser T. How now , Whether are yon going ? 
Mw, Tolegiflcan fade my fuer fir | 


ir 


The Swag gering Damſel. 

Sir T. Come, come, doc not trouble your ſelſe to no pur - 
poſe, I have order d it already, lle have theſe men goe that 
have authority to make the doores and gates ſlie open where 
they come and goe, ind dee heare Officers, looke too it, and 
be — — — — the — that I — ye of, 
aud eſpecially the houſe v here) rambagge is ſuſpected 
to lie, — pes finde either — em, bring em 
2 Way, dee beate? 

ON. We ſhall fir. Exeunt Officers, 

Si T. Daughter, I rather thinke ( to put ber ſelſe our of 
th- wi of this approaching 2 ſhee has runnc 
ber ſelſe upon ſome deſperate cour 
Ati. But dee thinke theſe men will fiade her (ir ? 

der T. I cannot tell, wee (ſhall know preſently, 

Kate, Doe not weepe Miltreſle, I hope ſhec t well, and 
will be here agen ſhortly. ö 

Sir T. Come, come, lets have no ing. | 

Hilts, Doe not you greeve, and for them tis not a pinne 
matter, let them alone, weeping is 23 wholeſome for a woman 
fir as making of water. 

Air. ſhe but bid farewell 
'Twud not have troubled me ſo much ; 

But thus to goe aW ay | 
Hilts, Ne're fearc, (hee's well enough Ille warrant ye. 

Sir T. Oh Hits, I 
Her high borne ſpirit cannot brecke diſgrace, 
And I doe feare theſe miſchieſes will provoke 
Some violent hand r 

l 


Yet me thinks one 
W hiſpers — in the care, 
And tells — is ſafe; 
There's not a jewell, ring, or bracelet left 
That ere (he wore, but is convey'd away. 
Hilts, Nay then fir feare nothing, for if (hee had ſo much 
© keeps ble 0a een ling or ronning, Fenn 
to ; killing or ing, I warrant ye. 
Sir T. O heavens | rm, 2 
H 2 Harries 


With what a ſwinge is youth, 


. * 


— 
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Hurri d along the world and fubjcR ttill, 

Vnto the rule of an unbridl'd will: 

Oh! 

Pitty thoſe Patents then, who oftentimes 

Are brought untatheir gravesby childrens crimes 

In, in, and comfort your felfe ; 

lle ſee theſe Officers diſpatcht away. 

Fxeunt Hilts, Mirabell Kate at one dre, 
Sir Timothy at the otler. 
Enter Vatentine unbutton d xs ont of bed. 
Val. Rowlan1, Rowland Rowland; | lay, 
Enter Row'and 5 "A awak'd, 
Row, What's the matter herc ? , 

W iſt n ou that call'd (ir ? 

Hall It was I. Ro, What wud ye have ſir are not ye well 
Vl. I wudT were. Ro. me ſorry you are not wellfir? 
Dal. Call Traſs, call Traſh, 

Zo. Trapp, Trab. 

Tr. What's the matter ? Within, 
Ro, Come preſently, your maſter's not well 

Hes comming fir, what witd'ye pleaſe to have fir? 

Tl. Nothing. nothing at all, 
Enter traſh yawning andrabbing his eyes, 
Tr, dirwlarnd, where art 7 7 
Ro, Here, here man, whether doſt go : 1 
Ty, W ls che-matter Ren ln —ha ? | 
Ro. Y onr Matters not well here. | 
Tr, Not well? O alas ! Herunne and (etch e hot \a- | 
cer pre {ent ly. 
Lal. Stay, whether der goe come your wayes HiHer + Hat 
Wil lyon te teh man, I me nat ſicke. 
Tr, Not ?you'rebuta vawling raſca'l Konad for waking 

of me, IWa int! the daintieſt ſleepe and the ſweetelt dreawe: 

meth aught tny Mater was i in bed with the brav eſt Wen 5 
Dal. T wa too ttue. {Fi 
Tr. Howe was it too trams ! introrh, tränke yee for no. 

thing, you ne re dream d fofor me l' me lore on't. 

"al. O Rowlard, Tine und 


one, I weundone, 
Amps. V\ vr 14 the Mitter tir Ke. 
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Row, Ile warrant yee the — that went to bed with 
him, finding himſclte coſcn'd has Kkill'd 21m(elte, or one miſ- 
chiefe or other, l thoughtno good wad come on't. 

- al, No, no, 'twas a u oman all the while, *rwas a woman, 

'Twas a woman g00d man timple,what ? dolt thou 
th ke that I dreame out of Fables! 

Row, 'Twad vexe a man to marry in jet, and then to have 
it prove plaine earneſt, Ile aſſure yee that. 

Val, O Traſn, me undone, 8 
Tr. Why undone fir, why dee ay co dd pleaſe year wor- 
inip. 

Val, Ime married man, P me married with a vengeance, 

Tr. Why ſo am I toofir ; but how ſhud we helpe it, canye 
tell that fr, a 

Val. O Rowland) what ſhall I doe ? ben call I goe? 
where ſhall I runne? | 

Rem. Run quoth a ? nay, it your — once, ne truſt ye 
tor 

Val, Tam married, and I know not to whom, did I but 
know that. 

Traſh, That's no great matter, tis bi eoing to the Church 
Booke, and you may know that preſently.” | 

Val. Accurſed Fate, what marriages mig ht I have had? to 
what a pitch might ] have mounted up ty evans | ? which 
now 1 ſeeare nothing but confuſion : . | 
W ho knowes what ſtrumpet this may be. 

* Some quetne for ought I know, chat thinkes toraiſe 
Her ſelle out of my reines: 

Now my perplexed * begin to burne 

With fries | 

Now comes my — g ſoule unto the barre 

Of my owne knowledge : 0 

0) Sabn 1, Sabina | 

he gods no tumble wegen on my head 


F 5r wron to thee; a f 
Had I beene well advis . 0 thew 1 might 8 
Hart layne by thy Hire ſ. le, wh ere every touch 


+ ad beene as 5 tender a« 2 bed ot downe, | 
H 2 And 
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BY The Swag gering Damſell, 

And every ſmile a heaven; 
But tis too late, : 
Io call backe what is palt, it was my fate, 
And there s an end: 
Now am I round entrench d with miſeries; 
One (ide a marriage nips me in the bud ; 
On thother (ide, a tan ene mic, 
Old Ty, who ſtill gazes on the print 
Of our miſtaken — — - a 
No time to packe up my cloathes thus night, 
I doe intend to ſave my ſelfe by flight 
Traſb, about it preſently. 

Tr. Yes and pleaſe your _—y 

Val. But dee heare, let not my Lindlady, nor her husband 
have ſo much as a glimpſe of it, for I have no money for em. 

Tr. Nay fir, if you intend to travell, be ſuſt ye rake all your 
money along with ye, eſpecially if yau mcanc to be merry» for 
you ſhall finde that money is the moſt daintie companion (ir ; 
but Rowland, dee heare? ſcatter no words. 

Val. By no meanes. | 
Row, Nota word fir; 
E xewnt Valentine and T raſs, mance! Rowland, 
Trayell quoth a? here's a peece of worke indeede: 
Enter Welt and by Wife, 

O Mr. Veli, how dee (ir, how does my Landlady — ha ? 

Welt, Very well, how dee you Rowland ? | 


Row, Tr well, Servingman like, cuteleſſe of 
much, proud of « little, drunke for wane of wit, and ſome- 
times ſober for want of money. | 


Welr, I thought ye had beene ſicke, becauſe I have not feene 
yee this long time. 
Row. Sicke quoth a? my pockets are a little cowardly now 
and then indeede, that's all my ſickneſſe. 
Welt, What ? wud ye have em quarrel ſome? 
Rew. Quarrelſome? no, but I wud have em to haven 
little morc mettall in em for all that. 
Welt, Wher's your Maſter pray? 
Row, Nay 1 know not, I have not ſeene him this (ixe houres. 
| Welt, 


— — 


The Swaggering Damfell. 

Flt. There is a little money due to me from him, I with 

he wad take the pay ment of it into conſideration, I have ex- 

| 3 touſe the money, if he pleaſe to let me 

have but ſome of it, it will doe mee a courteſie, he ſhall finde 
me reaſonable. 

Wife How idlely you talke husband? Is that a way to live 4 

in the world, doe you thinke it is tor my caſe to ha e gentle- | 

men 2 lie in my houſe, and goe away and pay nothing | 


| 


Welt, Pay? yes good ſtweetheart, why ſhud he nor pay ; 

there's no body ſpeakes agai t, ſweetherrt. * | 

4+ Wife, Why doe you talke ſo foolifhly then of being reaſo- 
nable, and I cannot tell what, I doe not like ſuch words I tell 1 


— rea ſonable a? Eare my mente, drinke my | 
rinke, my wogd, foule my roomes, weare my ſheets, | 
make uſe of my ſervants, and yet I muſt be reaſonable ; if ye | 
can talke no wiſelier before folkes, pray ye hold your peace | 
and let your wife ſpeake beſides, yee know he owes 
me both for bootes, (h20es, and pantables, ind I ſhall give him | 
that rooſhalfnot 1? no indeede forſooth, L wud have your | 
Maſter to know that I do norbuy my lether ſo cheape, Ile at- | | 
ſave ye de rtaſon — ek — have pro- 1 
d ro pay Mr. 5 x the Chandler, nutmegges and | 
fugar for his mornings draughts, and Mr. Pa the V intener [ 
for winein's chamber, and ſhall Ipay them before your Ma- [| 
— introth I doe not meane it. | 
\ Row; Heir # genmemin {hid pay you before, chars the | 


truth of it. 
tation with yer th [| 
how >... natry we . t e Z \ 
Row, bart Soy rp frrre,” my Mater not tun- 


ning away woman — here's a t indeede, if hee will [| 
be ruled by me, he ſh1ll not give you ohe Firthing, becan(e ! 
you keepe ſuch a coile. "  . 3 f | 
wife. How keepe ſuch a coile ye jicke ſweet how now? | 
ſuch a coile? dee thinke ye ate talking to- your compantons. co 


farra ? ſuch a coile? and in my one how too ſirra? and = 
Mul 
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mut ſtand by for ſooth like Lehn a Noakes, and ſee every Ser. 
vingman tunne upon me in this manner; remember this when 
ye come to bed; and for your Maſters not paying of me, ye 
Sawcebox, I me at the better end of the ſtaffe with him, for 
have lockt up all his clothes ; nay if your fo Sawcy, Ile 
fit him, Le warrant ye. 

Row, Ye will? 

Wife, Yes indeede will I? 
Emer Traſh, 
Tr, Rawland, Rowland, Rewlaxd, een theeyes; 
theeves, Rowland, theeves. 
Ro, How now? how now? 

Tr. All my Maſters clothes are ſtolnẽ quite a way Rowland, 
all ſtolne every jot, bteeches, doublet, boocs, ſpurres, cloaks, 
gownes, hats, bands, cuffes, ruſtes, ars. ſhooes, thirty, all 
gone, all ſtolne, cvety jor. er, en: ' 3 Ii 

Ro, Here's the theefe. oe - 

Tr. Where? where 2 

Ro. Hecel {aye | 

Tr. W 1 my a you! ſeals oy . cots 
0 
\Wife, Steale em np 
and Ile jultific it: and mm 
Ile jallibechartod- ITS. 
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not you kngyy that it i Gin 

candle-light, (waſhing, wrin 
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I cud ſhew ys. 


ee without bal for augbe 


Boy. Ja, Your vaſes 2 home, nd 5 — come 

to him preſently... Ei Boy, 
| Feten Trag et ard bes wife 

Row, 


Tr, Nay. yore 
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Rs, Here's a creature lle ſweare upon a booke, this woman 
has no bones in her tongue, if any man love trumpets, there's 
2 noiſe for him, ſure I doe not thinke but this Shoomaker's a 
witch, he wud never a contracted himſelſe to the devill elſe. 

Enter Valentine, | 
Val. What, are ye here? and I have nothing put up yet? 
= Sir, your clothes are all put up, and ſafe under locke 
and key. | 
Val. Nay then tis no matter; who put em up 7 


Ne. That did my Landlady fir, Chee has lockt em up, and 


{wearesſhe'le keepe em ſafe till ſhe can perſwade ye to part 
with ſome pocket mettle (ir. : 
Fal. Enough, enough, I will not be beholden to her, Ile 
atis ie her, | 
; Enter fi T imothy with © ficers, 

Sir T. O fir, have I found ye out in the end, 

Come Officers lay hold on him but Cay lets talke wich 
ye a little firſt, 

Ro, Sure my maſter was borne when the ſigne was in Can- 
cer, for vvhatſoe ver he does intend, goes alwayes quite back- 
wards, well {ome body ſhall know on t pt yr that ſhall 
fetch him of againe for all this fir, | | 

Sir T. Sirra, hold your peace, and 

Your baleſle —— E xit Rowland, 
Dolt knqw w ne? or have my wrongs 
Amir dae underſtanding yet Z — ha? i 

Val. Sit I am conſcious to my ſelte of all 
The wrongs and injuries that I have done ye. 

Sir T. Why haſt thou put this blemiſh on my child, 

Which like a Canker thygatens to deface | 

My Story, and for vedere my name 

Out of the booke of honour, nay, a ſpot, 

Wi hich time nor dite, nor all the briniſh waves 

Cane te waſh out peake thou deteſted wretch ; 


Hadſt not a ſparke of vertua ſett within 
hy boſome to preſerve thy honout {peake, I fay. 
Val, In trembling reverence to your precepts heres 
| crecpe upon my knees before the . 
; | Of 


The S wagg 11g Dae Ii. 
Of Your ſuſt frowne , I date not pleade-excule, 
No, no, my crimes are writ upon my front 
In dic of bluſhing cuiit, which nothing but 
Your reconciling ſmiles can ere wah ont, 
bey, I ſay, they muſt be 
That expiating ſacrifice for me. 
Sir T. Smiles on thee * 
Haſt thou the face to ſay thy faults can be 
Capable of mercy ? goto, marke what I lay, 
Vniedle thou canit contrive a way to cure 
The wounded repatation of my Girlie, 
Expect not one commilerating thought, 
But all the tortours of ſevexitie ? 
That e te can be inflicted —— — 
Come, come, ri ſe up, it is in vaint᷑ to knee le, 
My eares are ſtopt to mercy, nothing now 
But onely that can ope them. 1 
Val. Sir, Iam content to engage all my poſſibilities to ace 
compli(h your deſires. 
Sir T. There may be ſome hope in this. 
Vat, Sir, Deviſe how I may 
But give this ſatis faction you require, 
And my ſoule ſhall ſtudy its performangc- 
- S#T, Icannot tell, 
Thou haſt fo plung'd her in a ſincke of ſhame, 
>—That'c will, for ought I know, 
Nonplus the world to a remedie. 
Val. Her caſe is not ſo deſperate, I hope, 
I me ready here to hugge 
The moſt ingenious torments on theſe termes 
That ſhe and you ie be =_ ; 
Wert toencounter a W hoſt of ficnds, 
Never t o ſſeepe but in a Dragons den 
Or from the bowells of the burning hil 
Tofetch a cole, cate fire, or drinke a cur 
Of Morcurie precipitat, Ile dot, 
And thinke it an Elim, it it may 
Redeeme your loves, and ſtate me once ager 
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In your eſteeme. 


Sir T. Tis well, I doe commend your forward minde; 


But this will never doo't ; 
T here's nathing but a marriage will admit 
A thought of remedy. | 

Ual, Nothing but marriage? 

Sir T. Not any thing ith* world but Marriage? 

V al. Nor? 

Sir 7. No indeede. | 

Val. Mercileſſe Planets, will ye ſtill goe on, 
To heape theſe hills of miſchiete on my necke; 
Or can misfortune reach a higher pitch 
In him whoſe miſerie is intollerable, 
And remedie impoſſible, O no; 
Sir, in a word, 
Your daughter's quite undone, and ſo am J. 

Sir, T. How ſtands the buſinelle ? 

Speake the worlt, if truth, and let me die. 

Val. Sir, tis in vaine to counterfeit, 
Or build ap caſtles where they cannot ſtand; 
Doe with me what ye pleaſe, the truth is this, 
I am already married. 

Fir T. How ? already married? 
Villaine, kee pe in that breath; 
The repetition of theſe words wud teate 
A heart of braſſe— already married? 
Didſt thou enſnate my childe for this ? 
Haſt thou betrayed her white innocence for this ? 
Blaſted the bloſſome of her virgin ſpring, 
And married now another ? 
Canſt hope or dreame, that e re thy perjur'd ſoule 
Shall ſee th Can groves ? 
Hold heart from breaking, now or acvyer hold, 
Married to another ? 
Shall I be bandy'd thus for ever twixt 
Rackets of (hame and miſery, 
Cud fate finde ne re a football but my ſelſe 
To toſſe and ſpurne —— umph 
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Hell and the furies doe conſpire I thinke, 

To 4ull out me ſrom all the reſt oth” world 

To vent their miſchieſes on, ho is t ye have mattiedꝰ ſpeake. 
D/. It is unknowne to me fir, 
Sir T. I aske ve who tis you have married ? 
Val. Sir, . 

V pon my life I know not who ſhe is. 

Sir T. Has thy leudneſſe brought tlice to diſtraction; mar- 
ried, and yee know not to whom ? come take him away, tis 
in vaine to talłe hut lay a little. Ile tec what creature tis. 

Val. 'Tis very true fir. 12 1 

Sir Z. What wilt thou make me mad ? 
. Where is (be, in the houſe? 

Val, Yes. 

Sir T. Officer, goe fetch her hither. Exit O . 
Ile make her tell me who ſhe is, 

If he can: 
Married already quot a? and ye know not to whom neither 
here's a marriage with a vengeance, 
Enter F ure faith and Sportlove, who were preſent at the marri- 
acc leading betwixt them Sabina vi eil a, they preſent hey 
to her Father, Hilts attending them. 

Fai, We heard ye (ent for my coſin Jalent ines wife (ir. 

Sir T. I did ſo. 

Fai. We have brought her to you fir, here ſhe is fir, 

$i: T. Very well, in good times what are you gentlewo- 
man ? whence arc ye ? ha ?-—-ſpeake ; nay, if you will no: 
give me anaccount, I muſt puniſh ye; 

Sabma unpius her mathe, and fill wpon ber 

trees te her Father. 
let not my eyes ſurfeit —— what my Sabina? 
My lovely Girle ? 
Thrice welcome to my boſome / 
My Sabina ? my daughter, and the u iſe 4 
Ot this my dcared friend; unexpeRtcdfelicitic, 
Enter Sir Plenterm with Tr and Rowiank, 

Sir Plerteoum? welcome chrice noble ſir P/erteome, 
But ſtay 


Gentiemcr 


—_— 
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Gentlemen e preſent her to her husband firſt, 
F faith and perlt preſent ber to Valentine, 
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Sweet fir Plenteows, how dee (ir? i 
Sab. Dee know me (ir, nay gaze on fir. 
Hit. He knowes her preſent I ſee that, 


Tra. Know her? he has beene familiarly with her be- 


fore man, and that thee didſt not know. 

Sab. Gmze on (till fir, ; 
I-me not Sabinaes ghoſt, but her poore ſelfe: 
Here ſtands the creature that was wrong d by thee, 
The very ſelfeſame that you married fir : 
What doſt thou thinke #7 155 
Doſt thou not tremble, leſt I (aud begin, 

Io number up my wrongs ? 

I that was lull d ith' boſome of my friends, 
And as 'twere dand!'d on a Fathers knee; 

. Forfeited all this favour, and was made 

A ſtranger to his eye for love to thee ; 

Yet thou | 

Like the prodigious Monſter of the world 
Ingratitude, didſt labour to forget, 

Not my love onely, but thoſe ſacred vowes 
Have paſt berwixt us; but to be ſhort, 3 
Thus thus I revenge my ſelfe. Kiſſe: him. 

Pal. O my Sabina | 
It is too ſweete and loving a revenge 
V pon ſo vile a miſcreant. 

Sa, Come 
Let the remembrance oftheſe matters dye, 
And be confin'd to duſt, let em be trod 
into the very center of the earth, 

Never to riſe againe; and let our loves 
Lor ever twine like twins; 
What's paſt I have forget and pat don d. 


Fal. Scale it, or elſe I die; Niiſſes him ages. 


Live, Oliee! 
A rare example to all future times 
Ot conſtancie in love, 
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dir P. Daughter, my heart bids thee welcome, 
This night my houſe ſhall give thee entertainement, 
: Whereof thy ſelfe ſhall be ſole governeſſe, 
And when the icie hand of death ſhall drive 
My ſoule out of thiselod, 
It ſhall be his and thine, | 

Sir T. But gentlemen, methunkesT long to heare 
The ſtorie of this marriage, how it come to paſle ; 
For did I know't, I ſhud adore the ſtarre, 

Vnder whole influence (he wae brought t'arive 
MMidſt ſtormes of woe upon this ſhore of bliilc. 

Sport. Sir, I doe thinke twill be 
A ſeaſonable diſcourſe for ſupper ; 

Suſpend but your deſires till then 
And you ſhall be ſatisfied. 

Sir T. With all my beart, with all my heart, but ſonne, 7 
have one petition to preferre to you. 

Tal. Y ou may ſtile it a command (ir, | 

Sir T. You muſt needs beſtow upon me your ſervant 7ra/+, 

Zr. Heyda * now I'mea beg d foole, I ſec that. 

Val, Sirra, attend my father. 

Tr. Your worſhips lervant ſir. 

dir 7, In all this buſineſſe Thave vbſerved in thee 
Diſcretion judge ment - wit——and police; 
Therefore ; 

I doe appoint thee Steward of my houſe, 

And put into thy charge the overſeeing 

Ot all my bufincfles. — 
Tr, Nay (ir, for an overſight in any buſinc ile let me atone. 
Sir T. And what is more, 

Diſpoſe my houſe and ſervants as you plea'c. 

Tyr. Hilt;, come hither == 5;rra, dec you Waice apon me. 

Hilis. Yes forlooth. 

Tr. I did ever thinkethoy wudit come to ſome good, for 
thou halt beene a! wayesan honelt Trojan - Dee heare, if vou ' 
had carried me toBridewell, hen ye were bi u bete had 
your pte ferments beenethen He. 

Sir T. Mr. Fair:taith, for yon, 
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I doe perceive your ingenuitic, 
Has beene 2 meanes to make my comfort ſwell, 
And for returne, ] doe beſtow on thee 
My daughter /{rabe!, 8 
Fai. Sir, your returnes are farre beyond the claime 
Of my deſerts; and though J am not fic 
To bandy favours with ſo brave a Knight, 
Yer I will ſtretch my ſtudes toexpreſic 
A dereſtation of ingatitude : and now S 
doe ſalute thee by the word of Siſter, Kifſer ber, 
but why fo — on a ſudden —— ha? 
I know: the cauſe already, tis for feare 
Your cenſures on her faults be too ſevere ; 
She has given fatisfaftion where twas due, 
Her Father's pleas d, and ſo wt hope are you: 
To yau ſhe is referr'd, who new are (er, 
Ready to give your ſentences but yet | 
Be pleas'd to ſpeake your doome with gentle breath, 
Cauſe you re the Judges of her Life and Death. 


* 
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his advice; in the meane fime doe you put the Caſe to him for 
comming into the houſe at an unſeaſonable time of the night, 
goe your wayes, Ile be with ye preſently. 

K xennt Sir Tim. and Mir. at one doore, Hilts at another. 

Enter Valentine and Fairefaith, 

Fas, Your father's comming afterus here. 

Val. Where is he ? Enter Sir Plent. 

Sir P. O ſonne l have beene fo abus d nay, and a 
hundred to one but I had beene ſoundly baſled too, and all this 
to pleaſe thee. 

Fair. As how pray ſit? 

Sw P. I went to treat with fir Timothy about the marriage, 
and becauſ: I ſtood upon a portion, old Tefty was vleas'd to 
call me a thouſand raſcalls ; and in the heate of the buſineſſe 
(O my armes!) comes me in that fame great horſe-bor'd 
H. Ii, and ſo ſhakes me; well ſonne, lle even walke in, if a- 
ny body come to pay money tell em I'me within, if they 
come for money, tell'em 'me nog well, for this fellow has fo 
bruis'd my armes that I me not able to tell it; dee htate what 
Ifay,toye ſonne ? x 

Exit Valentine ſaying nothing as diſpleas'd. 
Nay lowre and pout till Doomſday, tis all one, I will have 
money before I give my conſent, come, come, tell mee no 
more tales love quoth a? If I had married for love coſin, 
I had beene a rogue, a foole, a begger ; no, no ſonne, I muſt 
have money, and I will have mony. 

Fs. Sir, the laſt night your ſonne went to ſee his Miſtreſſe, 
and prevail'd fo farre with her, that to tell you the naked 
truth, they lay together all night; he perceiving her o cafity 

wonne to wantonnelle, and fearing hereafter ſhe might be 
little too liberall of her entertainement,has caſt her quire off 
now fearcs your « 1ipjealure for his too much forwardneſle, 
and chat s the catiſe of his [adneſſe, 

Sir P. How d lay with ber tis not poſſible, 

Fai. Not fora gentieaan to lie with a hanſome wench, 
why, cis ont of the pfibleſt things'that cin be (rr. / 

Sjo P, ane ort coheare it colin, but Tine glad hee has 
put her off, 2 company ot taſcalls. they ate Frv'd well encuzh, 
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I warrant ye, the poore boy hearing how her father had abus d 
me, cud not finde in's heart to love her a jot longer; yet for 
all that coſiv, I like not's humor in this, that he cannot talke 
with a woman but he muſt be jobbing preſently, 1 doe nat 
like that T'muſt tell ye — well *ris dong ind palt now, 

Fai. I but Pme afrai.! you'le heare on't again, fir Timothy 
intends to clap him up till he has made ſatistaction, but pray 
ſit voyce it not that I told ye, 

Sir P. Will he ſo? tell him, Ile ſee him hing d by the necke 


in the high way to Paddington fuſt; he clap him up ? he ſhall 


not have ſo much as a haire of his head excepi it were to choak 
himſelfe with, and yct my ſonne (hall goe up and downe,aye, 
and job him upon the noſe too and hee ſhall not know him 
and if you pleaſe tell him, that l me teſolv d before I have 
done with him, ſo bitterly to vexe him, that he ſhall be glad 
to come with a rope in's hand, and make a humble petition to 
the Hangman, that he may have lycence to hang himſelfe to 
ſave his cloathes come along. Exena. 
Enter CMivabell, Kate. 
Mir. Not vexe? | 
Why 2 Doe you thinke there is 2 woman lives. 
That has a filter abus'd as mine 
And not yet be vext ? To them F airefaith, 
To bring a maid into this miſery, 
And all under loves pretence : 
This is your kinſman fir, your owne fleſh and blood fir, 
Fai. The more ſorry am I forſooth ; 
But it you le pleaſe to entertaine my vowes, 
Of reall love and ſerv ice once againe 
Into your better thoughts, Ile uſe a meanes 
That ſhall preſerve her honour from the dult, 
If not abhorre me. | 
Mir, Let your heart and tongue but correſpond 
And you enſlave my ſoule. 
Fai, Tis done, 
I have already hammer d in my ſcull, 
A vindication that ſhall make her name 


Mine to poſteritie. 
F 2 | Alu 
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Afir, The boundleſſe Ocean of your goodne ile drowries 
The ſlender nite of, what I can teturuc. 
Enter Sabina. 
Here ſhe comes, it ye can doe her a fayour, 
Both (he ard Iwill be glad to ſnatch all 
Opportunities to expteſſe our thankefull minds (ir. 

Fai, Ladies, thus it is, hee bas diſguis'd bimlelte, goes in 
womans apparell, if ye p'eaſe Ile bring ye to him, where, it 
there be occaſion, you ſhall command my beſt aſſiſlance 

Kate, Pray ye ſir where is the place 
Fair. It is at A Shoomakers houte in the Strand, but that's 


all one, fo low me. FE xewunt Omnesr, 
Much. Budget. Frier Muchcraft, Budget. 
Bud. Sir. 


Much, Have ye drawne William Woodcorks plea to Tri- 
ftram Widgrom declaration — ha? 

Bud, No tir, the caule is remov d, Woodrocke fearing to be 
overthrowne at Common Law, comes with a pittifull long 
bill, makes a caſe of conſcience ont, and fois lowne away. 

Auch. is he ſoꝰ it | had knowne that B=ager, I wud have 
Pluck his feathers a little firſt, but tis no matter, let him goe, 
| Enter Hilts leg ging and ſcraping. 
What's your ertand fellow ? 

Hilts, Fellow? Sit I'menone of your fellowes, not I. 
Mach. 1 beleeve ye are not, whats your buſine ſſe before me? 
Hilts. Sir I doe not come to doe my buſine ſſe before you 
Much, What meanc theſe frivolous anſwers? W hoſe man 

are ye fir ? Hilts, My maſters (ir, 

Much. Very good ——.-. what mad man are 3 ou pray? 
Hilts, Mad ſir, no more than your ſelfſe — mad (ir? ---umph. 
Auch. Nay, let him alone Budget, wee ſhall have 4 brave 
ation of battery here by and by. | 

Hilts, Sir, I belong to the right wotſhip full Sir Timer; 7 
T:fty ; my maſter ſeñt me for your Vice, the Caſe is this; a 
Gentleman comes into my maſters houſe at an unrcalonatle 
time of the night contrary. to my Maſters knovne will and 
command, whether is this a treſpaſſe or no? 

Mach. No, no, prethee doe not trouble me, l — 
buſic, 
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buſie. Enter fir T im, 
Sir 7. Coſin Mucheraft, how dee fir? - : 
Mach, Sir Timothy Teſty, you are kindely welcome fir, 
how dee fir ? 
dir T. Nevet worſe cofin, — even almoſt dead with 
griefe, moſt abominably abus'd. 
Much, Wherein, pray ye fir ? Gives him a fee, 
Si- Tim, That I will tell more at large hereafcer fir, not one- 
a peece, but my whole love attends ye ſir the caſe is 
this ; x Gentleman comes into my houſe, at an uncivill and un- 
ſeaſonable time of the night. contrary to my knowne will and 
command; a Treſpaſſe or no? h 
Much. A treſpaſſe? a tranſcendent crime fir ; a molt foule 
matter, Ile aſſure ye; your man did not put the Caſe to mee 
in this manner, 
Hir J. Not ? ye whoreſon blockhead, are yee not able to 
ſpeake to a man ? wherefore doe | keepe ye? ha? 
Hiltr, I cud not, I had not inſtructions in my pocket. 
Much. Tis well enough ſit, both Law and Equitie ſupports 
your cauſe; come, wee le walke out and talke of it. 
S/T. Your tongue drops honey colin, and you have re- 
vived my ſtaggering ſpirits: 
And now thoughtime and age, 
Cover my head with honorable haires, 
ret. — 
Since raies of Sunny thoughts peepe out agen, 
lle ſtrive to quell theſe paſſions come 
dad fighes, and teares are Oratours of grie fe, 
But ' tis an active braine that brings releee. F reunt onmes , 


— = — — - — — 
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Actus Ouartis. 


Enter Fairefaith, Sabina in mans appareil, Sportiove, 
Traſn, and Hilti. 


Fair. 0 pray fir doe not thinke ont, 
Sab. How ſhall I ſtand by and fee. 
F 3 A 
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A gentlewoman of my kindred wrong d 

Be patient? 

And thy kinred thus abu: d ? my proper fleſh 
And blood diſgrac d, our reputation turn d 

Quite topſie turv ie, nay, and all this done 

By a laſcivious villaine ? 

No,no, : 

Nothing but's blood ſhall paciſie my ſword ; 

Had bur the ſlave as many thouſand lives 

As there doe graines of ſand ſurround the fea, 

There wud be ſcope to vent my fury on; 

But vo w tis cirt umſcrib d within the verge 

Of ode poore raſcalls life, whole blood will ſcarce 

Give ſatisfaction to my thirſty ſteele: 

Come fir, I doe perceive you know his haunts, 

which it ye doe, 

doe conjure ye here to bring him forth; 

And if you will, or date to ſecond him, 

He ſtand ye both, 

Fai. Sir, on my life I vow, 

The place of his abodes unknowne to me ; 

They ſay he's ficd and gone: 

Tis true, I had 

Some converſation with him, but I was 

A ſtranger to his — and actions; 

And where this time hee does beſtow himſclfe 

Tis not knowne to me. 

* Sirra, what ſay you? where's your Maſter ? 

r. Ab, I wudI cud tell ye, he has left me in a pitiful caſe 
here, if old fir Plenteous doe not take pitty upon me, I muſt 
even go and drive W heele-barrowesin Lincolnes-Inne-ficlds, 
for ought I know. * 

Fai. Alas re fellow, Time forry for that 
* . p99 y » What 
Tr. I have a qualitie ſir, but the world now adayes does 
not reſpect men of parts, 
> | Fai, What iſt? 
Tr. A Bagge-piper, an t hall pleaſe your worſhip. 


Fai, 
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Fai, A Bagpiper ? 
Tr. Yes indeede fir, as ſimple as I ſtand here, I have plaid 
before as good Beares as be in the Kingdome of England. 
Farr, Where doſt live now? 
Enter Valentine in womens apparrell, 
Tr. Sir, in the meane time I waite upon the Lady that 
lies in the houſe here. Val. Traſh, 
Tr, Madam. Vai, Come ye hither, 
dab. Vnhappy eyes ye have undone my heart, 
Tr, I come for ſooth. 
Sab. Stay faire one, (tay, 
Vl, Speake ye to me lic? 84. I doe, 
But firſt, I doe intreate you will be pleas d 
Io ſmile upon my raſhneſſe, then muſt [ 
Perferce enforme ye, that juſt now I felt 
Ablow upon my heart, which I conceive 
Was darted from your eyes. 
Val. Your conceit was in an error fir, 
$45. Ono, 
I ſee berwixt thoſe breſts . 
Is Adons garden, and Elium love, Kiſſer her, 
And from theſe lippe: proceedes an ayre tranſcends 
Sabean ſpices, ot the Phenix neſt ; 
Lady, 
Be pleaſed to let this Jewell pride it ſelfe 
bet wetne thoſe ſnow ie hills, and you engage | 


My ſoule unto your ſelſe. Gives her a Jewell, 
Val. My gratitude entertaines your loving directions fir, 
A word fir, Valen and Sport. goe ade. 


V hat gentleman is this?me thinkes he much reſembles Sabins 
Teſty, know ye. him not ? 

Sport. Not l, I met him here by chance, it matters not who 
tis, take you his gifts -—gand be ſure to yeeld what hee 
would have yee doe, and wee (hall want neither gold nor 
jewels, I ſee thats and dee beate, you will by this meanes 


put fuch a tricke upon your {v-ecte-heartsC ion 28 never 
was, —— and in the iſſue it will be found to be but a jelt, 
theres an end. — 


Sab. 
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84. Pray accept of this, 
Tra. I were to blame if I ſhud not fir ; Wheclebarrowes, 
quoth a ? Ile ſet em all hang d fitſt, a hanſome gentlewomans 
ſervice is as good as fee taile, | ſee that, 
$ab, Me thinkes Lady, you much reſemble a gentieman 1 
know, one Mr. Valentine Crambag ge, one that I wud be very 
glad to ſce. 
Val. I know the gentleman fir, he is, I rake it, a friend to 
one Miſtreſſe Sabina Tefty, 
$ab, A friend, 
Had ſhe beene dead when firſt ſhe ſaw his face, 
She had beene happy. 
Val. Pray you why lr? 
Sab. Has done her that diſhonor, 
That time can never raze out of memory; 
And in regard ſhe is my necreſt colin, 
The ſad remembrance of it teates my heart 
Into a thouſand ſhivers ; 
But now your preſence like the morning Sunre 
Drives off theſe melancholy milts wherein 
My ſoule did ſometimes wander. 
Val, Sir, I am yours. 0 

Sab. O the ſweetneſſe of thoſe words ! 

Tr, Nay, there's a pound of Sugar almoſt in every word 
ſhe ſpeakes fir, | 

Sab. Lets mixe our ſelves, | 
Bur firſt, let Hymen with a wedding knot 
Knit up our ſoules. 

Val. O no ſir. 

Sab. Nay you are now my captive. 

Val. I hope I ſhall eaſily procure my redemption. 

8. Thy very hearts thy ranſome, nothing (halls 
Bur onely that redeeme thee. 

Val, I doubt not fir, but your one goodne ſſe will plead 
For know, I did (my excuſe; 
Set up a teſolution long agoe, 

Never to marry. | 
Sport, ' Piſh. 


$ab, 
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$46, How, not marry ? 

Fair, Remember what I told you coſin Sir, I know (hee 
will be perſwaded, but that gentlewomen, ye know thinke 
it a kinde of diſparagement to be too ſoone wone,thar's all (ir. 

Sab. Pray expreſſe your intentions Lady. 

Ual, I have already fir. 

846. And is that your reſolution ? 

Dal. Indeede it is ar, 8 ; ' 

Seb, Why then lle tell yee mine: f 
I'me now in queſt of this deteſted ſlave ; 
That wrong d my coſin, and doe hope ere long 
To vindicate ber quarrell, therefore know, 

If chou lt not marry me immediatly, 
Thoſe lookes that doe ſo much reſemble his, 
Shall wher my ſword againſt thee, nay, convert 
My love to fury, and (hall ſacrifice 
Thy blood. to expiat my kindreds wrong; 
Therefore I muſt, nay more, | will enjoy; 
Deſpight of fate Iwill; | 
My quicke deſires doe chide my patience, 
And thou mult yeeld or die, than quickly ſpeake; 
io, [1 cannot ſtand to waite upon diſcourſe: 

But by the way conſider, that ye are now 

To give a ſentence either of lite or death, 

Vpon your ſelfe, take heede ; it ye ſay aye, 

You live my darling, but if no, you die. 1 7 2 

Yal. Sir, I conſent to marry, and am content to be diſpord 
of as you ſhall pleaſe. $4 

dab. Your breath is muſicke now, come lets along. 

Tr. Why, but ſir, you will not carry away my MiſtrefſeI 
hope in this manner, will: e? ard I have but newly got her 
neither Mid, theſe ate tricks indeede ? | 

- $46, Sirra, there's for you hold you, your peace, it is my 


n 


humor. ves him © 
Tr. Bleſſe your worſlup fir, and keepe ye in this humor 
ſtill ſay I. Exeuat eme. 


Enter for Plenteous, Muc heraft, Budget. 
Moch. Well fir, I heare ye, but yes have not ſpoke toth” 
G 


purpoſe 
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purpoſe yet. 
85th. Accept this from me (ir, He proove (ir, that my ſonne 
vis invited and (cnt for, and that her maide and ſhe both ud 
all meanes poſſible to allure him thither. Gives him a fee, 
Much. Ay, now you have ſpoke home fir, this is fome- 
thing now, I feele your cauſe a little better, and thus much for 
your comfort, never trouble your ſelſe Fier fir Timothy 
about it, He rake ſuch a courſe that his —farding privately 
cauſe ſhall ne re proceed Ile warrant 10 heare the paſſa- 
yee, alas fir Timothys cauſe is not ges, chafing ani 
worth the legge of a Fly, and yer be ffamping. 
does ſo torment my houſe, that I can neither exrc, drinke, not 
ſleepe; | yee know Budget how often I have defir'd him to 
forbeare my houſe, and yer all will not doe, | 

Bud. I iſh hee were hang d, he makes me tell a hundred 
lies in a weeke in telling him ye are not within, of purpoſe to 
be rid of him. | | . 

Sir, T. Here s a rogue. 

Much. Alaſſe for's buſineſſe, Wert my caſe, if any body 
wud but give me a ſa meer of Muſtard ſor t, he ſhud have it. 

Sir T. Sawey raſcall. 

Auch. Suppoſe he brings his action, what can he doe in't? 
not this, tis true, he wad have tetain d me tg have ta- 
ken out a Writ againſt ye, bat when I perceived that it was 
nothing but a malicious humor, I bid him goe-and be hang'd 
withthis brabbles, I wad not betroubſed with-em. 

Fir. T. Very goed, but you were willing encugh to be 
troubled with my'money, I have heard yon all this while,and 
this your ſacking nave too. 

; fab. Sir Tei, come, come, Imc glad you are come, 
Le glad you are here wu all my heart, come, 1 muſt have 
you made friends by all meanes. 

Sir T Friends ? lle fee htm ſtand bare to the taile of a Cart 
ficit, I friends with him? hang him raſcall. 

Sir P. Sir, I makeno doubt but I hall make you know, 
and your daughter too before I have done with her, that ſhee 
hasabus'd my ſonne, I cannot tell, Iwill not ſay ſhe has be- 
witch'd him, but if I prove it, Ile make ye all ſtinke with a 


vengeancc. 
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—_ ** 
Sir T. Why, ye worme - eaten flave, my daughter 
looke like a Wirch? F 
Sir P. Budget, pray ye put downe wormẽ · eaten ſlave, and 
the day of the moneth too, dee * 
Ji T. Didſt not come thy ſelſe (you whorſon gull?) 
Sw P. Write ye whoreſon gull. ' 
Buds, Yeslir, | 
Sir T. Didſt not comme, cu (elfe, I ſay to know what por- 
tion I wud give her? Now I fand it was but a meete pretence, 
ye cheating rogue you. 
Sir P, Write ye cheating ropue ycu. 
Budg, Yes forſooth. 
Sir T. If wy man Hilts were here,1 wud bþexto thy very 
noſe into thy face, and afterwards beat it out agen. 
$i P. What wud ye doe fir? 
Much, Nay pray gentlemen forbeare while ye arein wy 
houle. 
Sir P. I can fõrbeate him no longer. 
Much. Come ſir Timothy, pray goe along with me. 
Budg, Sir Plenteom, pray ye goe along with me (ir. 
Sir T. Prethee let me beate the rogue firlt, 
Much. Nay come ſir, come, come. 
Exit Muchcr aft with Sir Thomas, m_ with fr Plen, © 
Enter Sabina, Þ alemine, F airefaith, Sportiove, | 
Traſh, Rowland, | | "*g 
Seb, Why u? en eee 
This is the crowne of all our ſoyes on eat, 1 73 
When love and marriage trippe it hand in hand, 3 
It makes the minde to vault 
And caper dre the clouds of diſcontent}; 
Me thinkes my ſoule has wings and I cud "Ys 
From hence tc iciam come cheere ap my ſweete, == 
What art thou fad, and ſee thy hũs band laugh ? Ip OO 
Come now we are married, we mult dated a 
Paſſion betwixt us Gentlemen what? nn 
Frownesata Wedding? Fr. How ? frownes? 
Shud a man ſec me Leere or _— the wings as 
| 2 


*% 
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At ſuch a time, he were farre fitter for 
T'accompany wild Tygers in a wood. 
Then to converſe with men, the gods themſelves 
$198 Epithalamics, when mortals wed, 

fGods are ſubject to theſe paſſions, then 
They needes mult over · (Way the hearts of men; 
Sir, joyes attend ye, may you ever be 
As full of joycs, as we are now to (ce 
Y our happy Nuptialls: 
Piſh, be not ſo (ad coſin. 

Sport, Come leave this dull diſcourſe, and let us fill, 
Our active ſogles upto the brimme with joy; 


Come, Si 
| Arewell thu com 
If you love ſadue ſſe, 


For melancholy , 
Nothing but madneſſe ; 
Hang up prond coſtly cloathes, 
Pedlers and pack toyer ; 
Let u make the hagt-head; weeye, 
: (et and ſacke boyes. 
Arc there no Fidlers in this world? 

Ee. Sir. I wud they wud come once, my very heeles arcup ith 
aire already me thinkes in this humour, I cud wiſh the whole 
world were aMorrice dance for foure & forty hoares outright. 

Tra, O thouegregious puppy, it the whole world were a 
ae e thy thinks wad the good role of New 

what does thou 6 le of New 
England doe all that while, _* 

Row. I doe thinke they wud pray for a timely ceffation of 

the noiſe of the ſuperſtitious bells hanging about theit knees, 
Ti. A moſt damnable witch in my conſcience. 

Seb. Come ſweet-heart,ruſh up your ſpirits, put on a re- 
ſolution to be jocund ; thinke but on what muſt paſſc bet wirt 
u two this very night; 
How I muſt revill in thy armes, and then 

How thou muſt tumhle in my boſome ; 
And that] know will be enough to purge 
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Sad contemplations. Val Sir, pray you excuſe me; 


Itoubleſome thinges doe whiſper in my care, 


Which for the preſent ] cannot expell. 
Fai, Piſh. 


Sab, Doe not heede or nuſle the leaſt (ad thought 


At ſuch a time, tell em ſome other time 
You'le (it and heate their grievances, 


Sport. Ay, ay, doe ſo, what ? upon your joviall day be fad? 


bur where be theſe Fidlers? 


Muſs, We ate come fir, Sport. Pray ye play then. 


Come, a ſong, a { 


Sab. C 
le now refmines we ſpeed it to the bed, 
Where we will arme in arme diſcourſe and act 
Loves — handy dand yes Sentlemen 


WM a 
On, beats, and — waite upon 
This lowely paire, 
May all your dayer like to this one 
* Be void of cart, 
And may theſe rwinkling ſtarres of night 
| Attend your bed, 
That ſo the bridegroome may get right 
Tour maydenhead, 
And let Arabian edoxys then 
Perfume thy ſheets ; 
Strewing thy chamber once agen 
With daintie ſweets, 
Then let theſe pretty thowght; that move 
A flame in Cupidi fires, 
Fring ye to bed where you may prove 
| T he things that love de frei. 


,theſe Nuptiall rices being done, 


Has not my ſtarres beene kinde, 
. Tograce my Fortunes with ſo faire a bliſſe. 
Fa. Sir, ye enjoy a happineſſe beyond 
on or compare. 
Tr, Nay (ir, Ile promiſe ye this, that as long as ſheis your 
wife, no man breathing ſhall ere bring Aeon: puniſbment 
upon 


0 3 


- 


The Swaggering Damſell, 
upon your head I will not ſay what the woman may doe, 
and that's a rare bleſſing Rew/and betwixt you and me, I can 
tell yee. | 

Sab. Me thinkes I ſee | 1 
My ſelfe now dandl d on the knee of Fate. 

Sport. Sir, you doe now embrace 
—— veine than cre the Suans beheld — 74 
And I preſume none ſave your 
W hoſe preſence is a treaſure of — 
Could have prevail d ſo farre with het, whoſe eye 
Ne te yet caſt glance of love upon a man, 
Therefore doc 1 pronounce 
You th'onely minion both of Fame and Fate. 

Row. Nay, you are a happy man, that's certaine fir, if all 
men had ſuch wives, we ſhud have a ſtrange world, for then 
we ſhud be troubled neither with children nor cuckholds. 

Sab. Well gentlemen golden flambers atteud ye, 

Come faire one, come, we have too long defer d 
The love embraces of che marriage bed, 

O how it tappꝰ my ſoule to chinke that I 

This very houre with my faire love mult lie, 
Rak't up in cinders, love may burne, but when 
It gin's to flame, it fires both gods and men; 
Come. . 

l. Pray ye fir for beate a little. 

Fab. Iwill ſweet-heart. 5 

Val. Coſin F airefaith,a word, you have brought me here 
upon a buſineſſe will utterly diſgrace me; what will this gen- 
tleman thinke of me dee thinke, when he findes that I have 
gull'd him thus, a. | 

F air, Come, come, put your feargsc0 lleepe, | 

Sab. Nay, come many 5 theſe — 

Row, Pray yee fir deale gently with her, Qie's yong and 


fearefull to lie with a man, and that's the bulinefic fir, that 
makes her ſo loth t unpin. 


Tr, Alas poore ſoule, in my conſcience you had rather lie 


with a woman, than wich chete rude men behalte, wud not 
ye for ſooth⸗ 1. 


Sal. 
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Fab. Come, givi me your hand. 
Fl. Good 

Seb. Why ? what's the matter? 

Fa, Nothing ſir. 

Sab. Nothing ? Tknow tis ſomething ; arena, well ? 

Val. Yes forſooth. 

Sah. What's the reaſon yee will not goe to bed then? pray 
ye come without more adoe, 

Fair, Fic upon't colin, a woman wud ſcorne theſe 
things, 

Tr Nay, yes are ith right (ir, I doe belteve ſhe wud 
dehe it. 

Sab. Come, what's the buſineſſe with ye? will ye not goe 
to bed —ha ? 

Val. Sir, Ile confider of it preſently, 

$ab, How, conſider of it ? 
Am la man? a married man ? or what? 
Am I a husband ? muſt a husband then 
Entreate his wife ? 
Is Natute growne ſo old (he has forgot 
To teach her children what belongs unto 
Their different places! 
Although before I was content to bend 
My ſpirits to your foote, yet know, that now 
The will of Fate has deſtin'd me to be 
Next under it the ſole, commander of 
Ycur minde and perſon, therefore now I muſt, 
Nay, Iwill be obey'd. : 

Tra. pray ye doe not fright ber too much, ſhe's a very ten- 
der hearted thing forſooth — — pray ye ſpeake her faire. 

8b. Hold you your prating ſirra, ſhe (hall obſerve my will 
now. 

Tra, Nou le never doe good fir with foule meanes, 

Rew. By your favour my friend, I know this out of my 
one knowledge, that a froward ſharpe husband will pre- 
_ make a woman doe what ſhe liſt. 

Sab. Stoppe your mouthes. 
Tra, Sir, for my part 1 will not ſtop my mouth, I _— 
| a 
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derſtand what I ay fir, I'me « married man my ſelfe fir, and 
tis well knowne to be true, that I cud never yet get any thing 
of my wife by harſh words, Q : 

Sab. Once more I bid you hold babling. 
Tra, Sir, ſhe ſhall not goe to bed till ſhee has a minde to 
goe to bed, nor I will not hold my babling neither ſir. 
Val. Hold your peace Traſh. 
Tra. Yes forſooth. 
Sab. Vou le cloſe your mouth by and by I hope. 
Tra, Yes marry will J fir, but not at your bidding fir : 
what now —=— what dee thinke I me a foole in a Play ? 
Sab. Will you hold your tongue or no? 
Tra, Ves ſor ſooth and pleaſe your worſhip. 
Sabinarak;s hold of him, and offers to ffriię him. 
Sab. This inſolence I cannot beate; 
And for your part you are my wife, and one 
In whom obedience ought to be expreſ}, 
And | your top. : A 
Traſh. Ay, you want but a little whipping. 
Sab. What ſay you“ ſirra? 
Tr. I ay, a woman that has a good hu band, and all things 
elſc, and will not goe to bed, wants nothing but whipping. 
Sab. Well, tis thus, 
It milde intreatics, nor a gentle fawne ; 
Nor proteſtations, nor a husbands love 
Can molliſie thy Stubborneſſe, nor bring 
: Thy ſturdy diſpoſition to my hand; 
5 Ile tor a time quite tur ne out of my thoughts 
2 A husbands pitties, and where ſmiles did taile, 

1 A] luſtie baſtinado ſhall perſwade 

What ſhall [ be bafled thus 

Out of my pleaſures with a womans bluſh ; 

It fit that I ſtand pleading where my ſtartes 

Bid mie command ? I ſcorne it, therefore ſpeake 

This very preſent minute, nay before 

You fetch nmte breath, ſpeake either ay, or no, 

Or | wnll !triks there's no remedy, 

Kew e (hall have the Peace broken, here preſently, I ſee 

** Tr, 


70 
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Tr. Peace, quotha? nay and my head be not broken I 
care not. Sport, Come, ſhe is content to gos fir, 
_ $4, Give the word. Val. Sir, I will goe tobed. 
$44, Come your wayes then. 
Exit Sabina leading Valentine; Traſh fallt into a laughter. 
T?, Des heare gentlemen, dec heart? 
What if this gentleman ſhud get my Maſter with childe now ? 
Sport. Nay, what if your Maſter ſhud get that gentleman 
with childe, 
Tvs, I cannot tell what bee may doe for mem but I ne re 
krew him doe fach a courteſie for a woman yer! 5 
Row, Mr. Fairefaith, pray tell me one thing, why did you 
being my Maſters kinſman, and an old ſouldier ſtand ſo pati- 
ently, and ſee him fo affronted. 
Nu. I that true inderde Row! aud, he being an old beaten 
ſouldier too. Fair, A beaten ſouldier? 122 
77. An old ſouldier 1mean* fir. 0 RA 
Fair. 2 I had no dilpoſitionto medic in t, becauſe 
know t — agree themſclves, I know the bowels of the 


uſineſſe; which yot doe not, eome, goe along, and by the way 
Ile tell ye the plot. E N 44} 4414448 
And then wee le bring this newes | | PAL 
Tobleſſe the cares of old (ir Timothy, 1 
Come 
Strength I confefle tnay make a Gyant yeeld, 1 21 
But give me policie to inne the field. Freun met. 
art 
8 8 844 n ne 
\ Actus Quintm. | tb 
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Enter Mirabell, Hilts before, and K ate behinde. 


Ar. My poore lilter ! 
O Kate, There's no queſtion b 


we ſhall finde 
her, how long has ſhe beene wanting forloot 4 
Cir, A great while Kate, a little faſter, what (hall I tread 
upon your heeles 2 nor (0 faſt neither. | 
Hilrs, What the devill ayles ye ? too ſoft, and then too 
falt, here's more adoe with you, _ wich all the Pageants in 
my 


. 
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ey Lord Majors ſhow ; he that waites on you, had neede to 
— his ſteppes prick'd out wich a paice of C ompaſſcs, for 
tIſce. 
3» What a ſarly groume are you, may not one ſpeake 
to you? 

Hilti. Speake ? yes forſooth you may ſpeake, but I doe not 
love to walke before a Gentlewoman like one of theſe gin- 
gerly yourhes that goe before their Miſtreſles, as it the firects 
were pav d with egges, not I. 

Kate, Why, how now fir wet boxe, what is't all fellowes 
with ye, ye füthy, ſtink ing, ſawcy,dircy,ſcabbed, paltry, louſie, 
mangic rogue ye. 

Hits. Heyda, Miſtre ſſe Imniper, what's the matter with 
you trot᷑ you were not us d to beſo ſnappiſh, I me ſure on't, | 
— "gy gone and tid before you, — found fault 
with it. | 

Kate, O yelying raſcall,did yeever ride before me in your 
life? Hu. Yes marty have I forſooth. 

Kue.*Tis a3 falfe a tale Miſtrefle as ever was told;'ris true, 
de rid before me one night a little ſhort journey; 'twas no- 
thing, I cud even a gone as farre a ſoote upon the matter, 

His. Who doubts that forſooth? 

Kate. Why wilt you lie then ye raſcall ? 

Hit. Why, whats the buſineſſeꝰ what the miſchiefe ay leis 
ye? ſure ye have not made water today I thinke. 
Ai Come Hilis come, you ſhud beate with ber. 

Halt. Beare forſooth, ſhee ſhud beate, ſhee's us d too'ir, 
more than I am for ſooth. 

Kate. What ſhud I beate pray? ſuſſet ſuch an Aſle as you 
to ride upon my backe, ſhud 2 ? 

— 1 Why nor? aſwell as al wayes upon your belly for- 
oth? 

Air. Come, come, pray ye gos along, we have ſomething 
elſe to thinke owthan Naw { 

Kate. Very well fir, I ſhall thinkeupon your words. 

Hiltr. This way forſooth ꝰ Mir, Yes, yes, goe on. 

Enter Sis Timothy withofficers meeting them, 

Sir T. How no — whether are yon going ? 

Mir. Io ſee if Ican ſinde my filter (ir, . 
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Sir T. Come, come, doe not trouble your ſelſe to no pur- 
ſe, I have order'd it already, lle have theſe men goe that 
— authority to make the dooxes and gates ſſie open where 
they come and goe, and dee heare Officers, looke too'it, and 
be {ure to ſearch very narrowly the places that I told ye of, 
and eſpecially the houſe where Lag, args} 4 is ſuſpected 
or 


to lie, and if yee ſinde either one of em, bring em 
away, dee heate? 
OS. We ſhall fir. Freut Officers, 
Sir T. Daughter, I rather thinke (to put her ſelſe our of 
th- way of this approaching dil ) (hee has runac 


her ſel n ſome deſperate cour 
Afi. But dee thinke theſe men will ſinde her (ir ? 

Sir T. I cannot tell, wee ſhall know preſently, 

Kate, Doe not weepe Miſtreſſe, I hope (hee's well, and 
will be here agen (hortly. 7 

Sir T. Come, come, lets have no weeping. 

Hils. Doe not you greeve, and for them tis not apinae 
mutter, let them alone,weeping is as wholeſome for a woman 
fir as making of water. | 

Air. Had ſhe but bid farewell 
'Twud not have troubled me ſo much; 
But thus to goe AWAY comm 
Hilts, Ne're feare, (here's well enough He warrant ye. 
Sir T. Oh Hiles, 
Her high borne ſpirit cannor brooke diſgrace, 
And I doe feare theſe miſchieſes will provoke 
Some violent hand upon her (clfe; 


Yet methinks one t 

Whiſpers my — in the eare, 
And tells me (he is ſafe; 

There's not a jewell, ring, or bracelet left 
[hat ere ſhe wore, but is convey d away. 

Hits. Nay then fir feare nothing, for if (hee had ſo much 
wit to carry away her rings and je wells, (he has wit enough 
to keepe her ſelfe from killing or drowaing, I warrant ye. 

Fir T. Oheavens | 


With what a ſwinge is youth, 


- Ha | Hartied 
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Hurrĩ d along the world and ſub ject Rill, 
_ the rule of an unbridl'd will: 
Oh! 
Pitty thoſe Parents then, who oftentimes 
Are brought unto their gravesby childrens crimes ; 
In, in, and comfort your ſelfe; 
He fee theſe Officers diſpatcht away. 
E xeunt Hilti, Mirabell, Kate at one doore, 
Sir Timotih at the other. 
Enter Valentine wnbutton'd as ont of bed, 
Val. Rowland, Rowland, Rowland; I ſay. 
Enter Rowland as new ama d. 
Row, What's the matter here ? | 
W aſt you that call'd fir ? 
u At was I. R., What wud ye have ſir, are not ye well? 
Val. Iwud Ilwere. Ro. I me ſorry you are not well fir? 
Dal. Call Traſb, call Trap. 
Ro. Traſb, Trap. Wu” 
Tx. What's the matter ? Wubis, 
Re. Come preſently, your maſter's not well: 
He's comming fir, what wid ye pleafe to have fir ? 
Val. Nothing, nothing at all. 
nter traſh yawning andynbbing his eyer, 
Tr, Kowland, where art foole 2 / 
Ro, Here, here man, whether doſt gae ? 
Tr, What's the matter Rowl/ahd mom -e 

Ro, Your Malter #not well here. 

Tr, Not well? O alas! He runne and fetch ſome hot wa- 
ter preſently, 

Fa. Stay, u Hcther dee goeꝰ come your wayes hither, what 
ill you fetch man. I me nat ficke. 

Tr, Not ? you te hut a yawhling rafcall Row/ard for waking 
of me, I wa: in the daintieſt lleepe, and the (weetelt dreamer; 
me thou; ht my Maſler was in bed with the braveſt wench 
Dal, tes too tric.) 

Tr. How? was it too true; introth, I rhwnke yee for no. 
thing, you nete dtn d fo for me l' me ſure ort. 

at. O Ron lend, Tae undope, I me undonec. 

Ambo. W it's tlc matter fir? Ro, 
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Row, Ile warrant yee the gentleman that went to bed with 
him, finding himſelfe coſen d has kill'd himſelfe, or one miſe 
chiefe or other, 1 thought no good wad come on t. 
al. No, no, 'twas a u =_ all the while, twas a woman, 
"Twas a woman man ſimple, what ? doſt thou | 
thinks that I dreame out 5% e/E[ops Fables? 
Row, '[ wad vexe a man to marry in jelt, and then ro hive 
it prove plaine earneſt, Ile aſſute yee that. 
Val, O Traſn, me undone, 
Tr. Why undone fir, pied dee ſay fo, and pun * Wor- 
ſhi 
Val Ime married man, L' me married with x vengeance, 
Tr. Why ſoam I tooſir; buthow (hud we helpe it can ye 
tell char fir, 
=_ O Rowland, what ſhall I doe ? where (hall I goe? 
eſhall I runne? | 
ow. Run quoth a ? nay, if you r marricd onee, letraf ye 
for running. 
Val. Tam married, and 1 know not to whom, did but 
know that. 
Traſo, That's no great matter, tis hut going to the Church 
Booke, and you may know that preſentiyůy «2 7 
Val. Accurſed Fate, what matriages might I have had? to 
what a pitch might I have mounted up my fortunes? which 
now I ſee are nothing bur confuſion + | 
Why knowes what ſtrumpet this hay be.. 
Some queane for ought1 know, thatrhickes toTaiſe | 
Her ſelſe out of my tuines: 
Now my perplexed thoughts begin to burne 
With flames of guilt x 
Now comes my trembli-g ſoule unto the barre · — 2 
Of my owne knowledge: e 
() Sabina, Sabina 
Tne gods now tumble vengeance on my head 
Por wrongs to thee; 
id I becne well ac f, isd, O then might 
Have layne by thy fire ſide, where every toueh 
Had brene as tender as a bed of downe, 
H 2 
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And every (mile a heaven; 
But tis coo late, 1" 

To call backe what is paſt, it was my face; 

And there's an end: . 

Now am I round enttench d with miſeries; 

One ſide a murtiage nips me in the bud ; 

On th other fide, a rankrous enemie, 

Old Tefty, who (till gazes on the print 

Of our — ſtep, — 3 

No time to pluſe, packe up my cloathes this night, 
I doe intend to ſave my ſelte by flight. 
Traſb, about it preſently. 
Tr. Les and pleaſe your — 

Val, Zut dee heare, let not my Lindlady, nor her husband 


have ſo much as a glimple of it, for I have no m for em. 
Tr, Nay ſit, it you intend to travell,be ſuſt ye take all your 
money along with ye, cipecially if you meane co be merry» for 
you ſhall finde that money isthe moſt daintic compagion (ir ; 
but Rowland, dee heare? (catter no words. 
Vai. By no meanes. 


Row. Not a word (it ; bes, 
Exennt Valentine and T raſb, manet Rowlaxd, 
Trayell quoth a? here's a peece of worke indeede ; 
Enter Welt and big Wife, - 
O Mr, Welt, how dee (ir, how does my Landlady — ba? 
— Very well, how * — „ 
ew, Troth, pretty well, Servingman like, careleſſe o 
much, proud of a little, drunke for Want of wit, and ſome- 
times ſober for want of money. 
Welt, Ithought ye had beene ſicke, becauſe I have not ſeene 
yee this long time. | 
Now. Sicke quoth a? my pockets axe a little cowardly now 
and then indeede, that's all my ſickneſſe. 
welt, What ? wud ye have em quatrelſome?ꝰ 
Rew. Quarrelſome ? no, but I wud have em to haven 
little more mettall in em for all that. 
Wit. Wher's your Maſter pray? 
Row, Nay I know not, I have not ſeene him this ſixe — 
be Welt, 
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Welt, There is alinle money due to me from bim, I with 
he wud take — — of it into conſideration, I have ex · 
extraordinary on touſe the money, if he pleaſe to let me 
have but ſome of it, it will doe mee a courteſie, he ſhall finde 
me reaſonable. | 

Wife How idlely you talke husband? Is that a way to live 
in the world, doe you thinke it is for my caſe to have gentle - 
men — lie in my houſe, and goe away and pay nothing 
—— ha 
ml. Pay? yes good ſweechtatt, why thitd he not pay ; 
there's no body ſpeaker againſt that, orci ry * 
, Wife. Why doe you fo fooliſhly then ot being reaſo- 
nable, and I cahnot tell what, I doe not like ſuch words 1 tell 


je nuely; — teaſouable a7Ere my weste, drinke my 
drinke; my weod,; We l — 5 ſheets, 
make uſe of my ſervants, and yet I muſt be rea if ye 
cantalke no wiſelier before folkes, pray ye hold your peace 
and let your wife ſpeake beſides, yee know he owes 
me both for dootes, ſhooes, and pantables,and I'ſhall 1 * | 
that too (hall not T? no indeede forfooth,, T'wull have 
Maſter to know that I do norbuy my terher ſo cheape; Neat- 
ſore ye be reafonable quoth a? beſides,” I have pro- 
mis d to pay Mr, Swgerbox rhe Chandler, nutmegges and 
ſugar for his mornings 1 7 and Mr. Def the Vinte ner 
for wine in s chamber, «ad Mall I pay them before [your Ma- 
fer has paid me introth I doe not meane it. 

Row. Tis fic a gentleman ſhud pay you before; thati the 
truth of it. | 

Wife, Ye ſay right Rewland, I ſee you have more-conſtde- 
ration with yer than my husband has — be reaſonable 
quoth a? — mary whoope. 

Row, Why dee keepe all this ftirre, my Maſter's not run- 
ning away woman -— here's a quarter indeede, if bee will 
be ruled by me, he ſhall not give you one firthing, becauſe 
you keepe ſuch a coile. 

wife. How keepe ſuch a coile ye jacke fawee?-how now? 
ſuch a coile? dee thinke ye are talking to your companions 


firra ? ſuch a coile? and in my one houſe too firra? and. = 
. mu 


” 
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mnſt Rand by forſooth like Ieh a Noakes, and (ce every Ser. 
vingwan runne upon me in this manner; remember this when 
ye come to bed; and for your Maſters not paying of me, ye 
Sawceboxy I me at the bettet end of the ſtaffe with him, for 
I have lockt up all his clothes ; nay if your ſo Sazycy, lie 
fit him, Ile warrant ye. hr” 

Row, Ye will? - 2 

Wife, Yes indeede will 1? 

Enter Traſh, 

Tr. Rowlayd; Rom land, Rowland, thecves, thecves, theeyes; 
theeves, Rowland, cheeves.. oo.” 
Ro, How now? how now ? 3 1 

Tr. All my Malters clothes are ſtolnẽ quite a way Ron, 
all dlalag cycry jo, brceches, pre ee; clogks, 
gawnes, hats, bands, culfcs, ruſty, gpz, thoggs, chirto, all 
gone, a z EV Cry. JO. ee n o . 

. Ra, Here's the fe. * i A oh 
Tr, Where! where? 


9 9 —ẽ5ñ — ——. 
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w had wherefore pray ve | 

Wife, Steale em? no ſir J ſcorne it; Itooke em indeede, 
and Ile juſtifie it; and more than ſ ſit, Ilave lockt em up, aud 
Ile jalligegharrog- , L ifs ena out f 
F Tr, ans up py ler, /clarbes, wixactore 

ray ye? 1 

2 Wherefote? doe not yee know your Maſter. owes 
me money ? doe not you know I have often a kt it, and can- 
not get iti doz not ye Know Yai is apictty umme? doe 
not you know Hat it is for mente, dijnke, lodging, fie, and 
candle light, waſhing, & ringing, and ſtarching ; befides, 
boots, ſhoots, pantables, and valoſtica it I had che Bocke 
I cud ſheu ye. 

Tr, Nay, you're perfetenough without bo. ke for ought 
I fre, F urry Roy 

By. Tr, \ cur Maiicrts come oli, ant 
to lum; pte ſeut y 
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Ro, Here's i creature Ile ſweare upon a booke, this woman 
has no bones in her tongue, if any man love trumpets, there's 
a noiſe for him, ſure I doe not thinke but this Shoomaker's a 
witch, he wud never a contraſted himſelfe to the devill elſe, 

: Enter Valentine, 
Val. What, are ye here? and I have nothing put up yt: 

Re, Sir, your clothes are all put up, and ſafe under locks 
and key. 

Val. Nay then tis no matter; who put em up? 

Ro. That did my Landlady fir, ſhee has lockt em up, and 
ſweares ſhe'le keepe em ſafe till ſhe can perſwade ye to part 
with ſome pocket mettle (ir. 

Val. Enough, enough, I will not be beholden to her, Ile 
fatisfie her. hy wich 

Euter fer T imothy with Officers, 

Sir T. O fir, have I found ye out in the end, 

Come Officers lay hold on him but ſlay lets talke with 
ye a little firſt, 

Ro, Sure my maſter was borne when the ligne way in Car- 
cer, for whatſvever he does intend, goes alwayes quite back- 
wards, well ſome body ſhall know on t preſently, that ſhall 
ferch him off againe forall this (ir, 

Sir T. Sirra, hold your peace, and 
Be gone about your buſineſle fellow, Exit Rowland, 
Doſt know what thou haſt done? or have my wrongs 
Arriv'd at thy underſtanding yet / — ha? 

[a!, Sir I am conſcious to my felfe of all 
The wrongs and injuries that I have done ye. 

dir T. Why halt thou put this blemiſh on my child, 

Which like a Canker threatens to detace 

My Story, and for ever raze my name 

Out of the booke of honour, nay, a (pct, 

Which time nor dite, nor all the brindh waves 

Cane te wth out e—— este thou deteſted wretch ; 

1 adtt mot a (parke of verrue \eft within 

by botome to preferve thy honour {penke, | lay. 
fla crembling reverence to your precepts heres 

"ere pon By Wares bLetore the barre 
' 


